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INTRODUCTION 

Andr^ev, the great Russian writer, 
whose "Anathema/' "The Seven Who Were 
Hanged," "The Life of Man" and "Red Laugh- 
ter" have attracted universal attention, has now 
written the story of the sorrows of the Belgian 
people. He delineates the tragedy of Belgium 
as reflected in the home of the foremost Belgian 
poet and thinker — ^regarded as the conscience of 
the Belgian nation. 

Leonid Andreyev feels deeply and keenly for \ 
the oppressed and weaker nationalities. He has < 
depicted the victims of this war with profoimd 
sympathy, — the Belgians, and in another literary 
masterpiece he analyzed the sufferings of the 
Jews in Russia as a result of this war. He de-i' 
scribed vividly the sense of shame of the Russian, 
people on accoimt of the Russian official anti-; 
Jewish policies. 'i 

In both these works Leonid Andreyev holds \ 
German militarism and German influences re- ) 
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sponsible for the wrongs committed against smaller 
nationalities. 

In his treatise on the tragedy of the Jews in 
Russia, he writes of "Russian barbarians'' and 
"German barbarians'' as follows: 

"If for the Jews themselves the Pale of Settle- 
ment, the per cent norm and other restrictions 
were a fatal fact, which distorted all their life, 
it has been for me, a Russian, something like a 
hunch on my back, a monstrous growth, which 
I received I know not when and under what con- 
ditions. But wherever I may go and whatever I 
may do the himch is alwajrs with me; it has dis- 
turbed my sleep at night, and in my waking hours, 
in the presence of people, it has filled me with a 
sensation of confusion and shame. . • • 

"It is necessary for all to understand that the 
end of Jewish sufferings is the beginning of oiu: 
self-respect, without which Russia cannot live. 
The dark days of the war will pass and the ^Ger- 
man barbarians' of today will once more become 
cultured Germans whose voice will again be heard 
throughout the world. And it is essential that 
neither their voice nor any other voice should call 
us budly 'Russian barbarians.' " 
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Aside from its literary and dramatic value, if 
this volume on the sorrows of Belgium will tend 
to arouse a little more S3anpathy for the sufferings 
of the victims of the war, or if it will help to call 
forth in the minds of the people a stronger abhor- 
rence of the horrors of war, it will have served an 
important and worthy purpose. 

Herman Bernstein. 
May 25, igis. 
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THE SORROWS OF BELGIUM 

SCENE I 

The action takes place in Belgium^ ai ike beginning of the 
war of igi4. The scene represents a garden near the 
viUa of the famous Bdgian author ^ Ernil Grdieu. 
Beyond the tops of low trees, beyond the stone fence 
which divides Grdieu^s estate from the neighboring 
gardens, are seen the outlines of the red roofs of the 
houses in the small town, of the town Hall, and of an 
ancient church. There the people already knew aboui 
the war; there the church bells are ringing uneasily, 
while in the garden there is still peace. A small, 
splendidly kept flower garden; beautiful and fra^ 
grant flowers; shrubbery in bloom; a nook of a hoU 
house. The glass covers are half open. The sun is 
shining softly; there is in the air the bluish mist of a 
warm and quiet day, and all colors seem tenderly 
soft; only in the foreground the colors of the flowers 
stand out in sharp relief. 

Praniois is sitting and clipping roses at one of the flower 
beds. He is an old and deaf, stem Bdgian, with 
t<^if ffoy hair. He holds in his mouth an ,earthen 
pipe. Francois is working. He does not hear the 
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idling of the bells. He is alone in the garden^ and 
U seems to kirn that all is calm and qniei. 
Bui something fills him with faint alarm. He hears an in^ 
distincicall. He looks around—bui sees no one. He 
hunu to hinudf a song without words. Suddenly he 
siopst straightens himsdf^ holding the scissors in his 
hands, and looks around again. 

FRAN90IS 

Who has called me? 

Be sees no one. He looks at the hothouse — it seems to him 
thai some one is calling him from there. 

I hear you. Monsieur £mil| I am here. 

He sees no one. He frowns and cries angrily. 

Who is calling me? No one here. 

He looks at the sky, then at the flowers, and resumes his work 
quietly. 

They say I am deaf. But I heard some one calling 
me twice: "Franfois!" "Franjois!" No, perhaps 
it is my blood, making a noise in my ears. 

Silence. Bui his uneasiness does not subside; he listens 
again. 

I can still hear some one calling me: ^'FransoisP' 
Veiy well; here is Fran^oiSi and if anyone needs 
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me he may call me again. I shall not nm. I can't 
hear the chirping of the birds; the birds have 
long since become silent for me. What nonsense — 
these birds I Very well, I am deaf — does any- 
one think I am going to cry over it? 

Twitches his mouth into a smile. 

And my eyes? That is another matter. My eyes I 
Why are you forever silent, Francois? Why should 
I speak if I do not hear your foolish answer? It 
is all nonsense — to talk and to listen. I can see 
more than you can hear. 

Laughs. 

Yes, I see this. This does not talk either, but bend 
down to it and you will learn more than Solomon 
ever knew. That is what the Bible says — Solomon. 
To you the earth is noise and prattle, while to me 
it is like a Madonna in colors upon a pictiure. 
Like a Madonna in colors. 

The bell is ringing. In the distance a yotUhful voice calls 
''Papa!** ''Papa!*' Then, "Francois!" Maurice, 
Emit Grdieu*s younger son^ a youth of about //, a^ 
pears, coming quickly from the house. He calls 
Franqois once more, but Franqois does not hear. 
Finally he shouts right next to his ear. 
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Mausice 

Frangois, what is the matter with you? I am call* 
ing you. I am calling you. Haven't you seen 
papa? 

Francois 

Calmly, wUhout iuming around. 

Did you call me, Maurice? I heard yoiu: call long 
1 ago. 

Maurice 

You heard me, but did not respond. How ob- 
stinate you arel Haven't you seen papa? I am 
looking for him everjrwhere. Quick 1 Where is 
papa? 

Francois 
Papa? 

Maurice 
ShotUs. 

Where is papa? Haven't you seen him? Silvina 
says he went to the hothouse. Do you hear? 

Francois 

He is not there. I spoke to Monsieur this morning, 
but since then I have not seen him. No. . 
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Mausige 

What is to be done? How th^ are tolling I Fran- 
{ois, what is to be done— do you hear them tolling? 

Francois 
Ahllhear. Will you take some roses, my boy ? 

Mausice 

You don't understand anything— you are beyond 
endurancel They are running in the streets, they 
are all running there, and papa is not here. I 
will run over there, too, at once. Perhaps he is 
there. What a day I 

Francois 
Who is running? 

Mausice 
You don't understand anythingi , 
Shouts. 
They have entered Belgium I 

Fkansois 
Who has entered Belgium? 
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Mausice 

Th^ — ^the Prussians. Can't you understand? 
It's warl Warl Imagine what will happen. 

:PierrewiUhavetogo,andsowiUIgo. IwiUnot 

stay here under any drciunstances. 

Francois 

Slraighiening kifnsdff dropping ike scissors. 

War? What nonsense, my boyi Who has entered 
Belgium? 

Maurice 

Th^ — the Prussians. Pierre will go now, and I 
will go — ^I will not stay away under any drciun- 
stances, understand? What will become of Bel- 
giiun now? — ^it is hard to conceive it. They en- 
tered Belgiiun yesterday— do you understand — 
what scoundrels 1 

In ike distance, along the narrow streets of the town, an 
uneasy sound of footsteps and wheels is growing rap^ 
idly. Distinct voices and outcries blend into a dull, 
suppressed, ominous noise, full of alarm. The tolling, 
as though tired, now subsides, now turns almost to 
a shriek. Pranfois tries vainly to hear something. 
Then he takes up the scissors again angrily. 
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> • 

Maurice 
Francois I 

Fkanqois 

Stertdy. 

That's all nonsensel What are you prating, my 
boy? There is no war — that is impossible. 

Maurice 

You are a foolish old man, yourself 1 They have 

entered Belgium— -do you understand — ^they are 

here already. 

Francois 
That's not true. 

Maurice 
Why isn't it true? 

Francois 

Because that is impossible. The newspapers print 

nonsense, and they have all gone mad. Fools, and 

nothing more— madmen. What Prussians? Young 

man, you have no right to make sport of me like 

this. 

Maurice 
But listen — 

FRANpOIS 

Prussians! What Prussians? I don't know any 
Prussians, and I don't want to know them. 
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Maurice 

But understand, old maUi they are already bom- 
barding li^I 

Francois 
Nol 

Maurice 

They have killed many people. What a strange 

man you are I Don't you hear the tolling of the 

bells? The people are on the square. They are 

all running. The women are crying. What is 

that? 

Francois 

AngrUy. 

You are stq>ping on the flower bed. Get off I 

Maurice 

Don't bother me I Why are they shouting so 
\ loudly? Something has happened there. 

{ The sound of a trumpet is heard in the distance. The shout- 

\ ing oj the crowd is growing ever louder. Sounds of 

the Belgian hymn are heard faintly. Suddenly an 
ominous silence fottows the noise^ and then the lone 
sound of the tolling bells. 

Maurice 
Now they are quiet » • • What does it mean? 
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Francois 

Nonsense, nonsensel 

InfiiHaUd. 

You are stepping on the flower bed agaixL Get 

off 1 You have all lost your reasoni Go, gol The 

PrussiansI • . . 

Maubice 

You have lost your reasoni 



} Francois 

I am seventy years old, and you tell me about the 
Prussians. Gol 

Again the shouting of the crowd is heard. SUvina, the ckam' 
1 bemtaidf runs out of the house and calls: "Monsieur 

\ Mauricef" 

SiLVINA 

Please, come into the house. Madame Jeanne is 

calling you. Madame is going away. Please, 

come. 

Maurice 
And papa? 

SiLVINA 

He isn't here yet. Gomel 

Both move away. Franqois sits dovm at the flower bed inh 
patiently. 

I 
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Mausice 

You don't understand, Sflvina. He does not be- 
lieve that there is a war. 

SiLVINA 

It is very dreadful, Monsieur Maiuice. I am 
afraid — 

Tkey go atU. Pranfais looks after ikem angrily ^ adjusts kis 
apron, ami prepares io resume kis work* 

Francois 

Madmen! I am seventy years old. I am seventy 
years old, and they want me to believe a story 
about Prussians. Nonsense, they are crassyl 
Prussians! But it is true that I don't hear any- 
thing. 

Sisingf ke listens attentivdy. 

No, not a sound. Or do I hear something? Oh, 



I 
\ 
I 

\ 
I 

i 
i 

\ 

1 

i the devil take it! I can't hear a sound. Im- 



possible! No, no, impossible! But what is that? 
} How could I believe that in this cahn sky— in this 

; calm sky— 

I Tke din of battle is growing. Frat^qis listens again and 

\ hears iL Be grows tkougktful. His eyes express 

[ frigkL He looks as tkougk ke kad suddenly solved a 
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ierribU problem. He moves to and fro, kis head bati 
doum, as though trying to catch the sounds. Sud- 
denly he throws down the scissors. He is seized wiih 
afeding of terror. Heraises his hands. 

I hear it No. No. Now I don't hear a sound. 
Oh| God, give me the power to hear! 

He tries again to catch the fleeting sounds, his head bent, 
his nech outstretched. His hair is disheveled. His 
eyes stare. Suddenly, by a great effort, he hears 
the totting of the belts and voices full of despair. He 
retreats and raises his hands again. 

My God! They are toUingl They are ciyingl 
War I What war? What war? Eh, who is there — 
who is shouting "War!"? 

The sound of the beUs and the cries grows louder. Emit 
Grdieu appears, walking quickly in the alley. 

EVOL GSELIEn 

What are you shouting, Francois? Where is 
Maurice? No one is in the house. 

' FRANgOIS 

f Is it war? 

Emil Grexjeu 

' Yes, yes, it is war. The Prussians have entered 

Belgium. But you don't hear anything. 
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FRAN901S 
PabrfuBy trying to catch the sounds. 

I hear, I hear; are they killing? 

EiOL Gbeueu 

Yes, they are killing. The Prussians have entered 
Belgium. Where is Maurice? 

FkANpOIS 

But, Monsieur Emil— but, Monsieur, what Prus« 
sians? Pardon me; I am seventy years old, and I 
lost my sense of hearing long ago. 

Weeps. 

Is it really a war? 

EiOL Gbelxeu 

Yes, it is a real war. I can't imderstand it either. 
But the fighting has already commenced. I can't 
realize it m3rself , but it is war, old man. 

FRAN901S 

Tell me. Monsieur. Tell me about it. I believe 
you as I believe God. Tell me. I can hear yoiu 
Are th^ killing? 
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EiOL Grelieu 

It is war! What horrofi Fransois. It is very hard 
to understand it— yes, very hard. 

Frowns and rubs kis kigk, paUfardiead nervously. 

FRAN90IS 
Bcntf weeps t his head shaking. 

And the flowers? Our flowers? 

Emil Gbelieu 

Absenimindedly. 

Our flowers? Don't 07, Francois— ah, what is 
that? 

The tolling of the bells subsides. The crying and the skottUng 
of the crowd changes, into a harmonious vdume of 
sound — somebody is hailed in the distance. An 
important announcement seems to have been made 
there. 

Emil Gbeueu 

Absenknindedly. 

Our people are expecting the King there— he is 
onhisway toLi^gel Yes, yes — 

Silence. Suddenly there is a sound l^ the crash of thunder. 
Then it changes into a song^-the crowd is singing the 
Belgian hymn. 

Curtain 



V 



SCENE n 



Tk$ recefUon haU in EmU Grdieu's villa. Plenty of air, 
lighif and flowers* Large^ open windows overlooking 
the garden in Hoom. One smaU window is almost 
enUrdy covered with Ike leaves of vines. 

In ike room are EmU Grdieu and his Mer son, Pierre, a 
handsome, pale, andjrail4ooking young man. He \s 
dressed in miliiary uniform. They pace up artd down 
the room slowly. It is evident that Pierre is anxious 
to walk faster, hut out of respect for his father he 
dackens his pace. 

EmL Greueu 
How many kilometers? 

Pierre 
Twenty-five or thirty kilometers to Tirlemont — 



and 

EioL Greueu 

Seventy-four or five — 

Pierre 

Seventy-five— yeS| about a himdred kilometers. 

It's not far, father. 

14 
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Emil Greueu 

Not far. It seemed to me that I heard camionad- 
ing. I heard it last night. 

PlERHE 

Noy it's hardly possible. 

Emil Grelieu 

^^es, I was mistaken. But the rays of the searcE- 
lighu. could be seen. They must be very powerful 
searchlights. Mamma saw them too. 

Pierre 

Really? You are suffering from insomnia again, 

father? 

Emu Grelieu 

I sleep well. A hundred kilometers — a himdred 
kilometers — 

Silence. Pierre looks at kis father aUetUively. 

Pierre 
Fatherl 

Emil Greueu 

Well? It's too early for you, Pierre— you have 
three hours yet before your train starts. I am 
watching the time. 
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Pierre 

I know, father. No, I am thinking of something 
else — • Father, tell me, have you still any hopes? 

SUence. 

I am hesitating, I feel somewhat embarrassed to 
q>eak to you— you are so much wiser, so far above 
me, father. • • . Yes, yes, it's nonsense, of course, 
but that which I have learned in the army durir'^ 
these days gives me very little hope. The> are 
coming in such a compact mass of people, of iron, 
machines, arms and horses, that there is no possi- 
bility of stopping them. It seems to me that 
seismographs must indicate the place over which 
they pass — ^they press the groimd with such force. 
Aad we are so few in numberl 

EiOL Greueu 
Yes, we are very few in number. 

Pierre 

Very, very few, father! Dreadfully fewl Even 
if we were invulnerable and deathless, even if we 
kq>t killing them off day and night, day and night, 
we would drop from fatigue and exhaustion before 
we stopped them. But we are mortal — and they 
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have terrible guns, father I You are silent? You 

are thinking of our Maurice — ^I have caused you 

pain? 

Emil Grelieu 

There is little of the hiunan in their movements. 
Do not think of Maurice — ^he will live. A hiunan 
being has a face, Pierre. Every hiunan being has 
his own face, but they have no faces. When I try 
to picture them to myself, I see only the lights, 
projectors, automobiles — ^those terrible guns — 
and something walking, walking. And those 
vulgar mustaches of Wilhelm — ^but that is a mask, 
an immobile mask, which has stood over Europe 
for a quarter of a centuiy — ^what is behind it?' 
Those vulgar mustaches — and suddenly so much 
misery, so much bloodshed and destruction! It 
isamaskl 



Almost to himself. 

li there were only not so many of them, not so 
many — . Father, I believe that Maurice will 
live. He is a lucky boy. But what does mamma 
thmk about it? 

Emil Grelieu 

What mamma thinks? 



i8 THE SORROWS OF BELGIUM [ScEMxn 

EMkr Ftangris. Siemly, wiilunU looking 4U a$iyo9ie, he 
UHUers the flowers. 

And what does he think? Look at him. 



Pierre 
He can hardly hear anything. Francois I 

EiOL Grelieu 

I don't know whether he hears anything or not. 
But there was a time when he did hear. He is 
silenti Pierre, and he furiously denies war. He 
denies it by work — ^he works alone in the garden 
as if liothing had happened. Our house is full of 
refugees. Mamma and everyone else in the house 
are busy, feeding them, washing the children — 
mamma is washing them — ^but he does not seem to 
notice an3rthing. He denies war! Now he is 
bursting from anxiety to hear or guess what we 
are saying, but do you see the expression of his 
face? If you start to talk to him he will go away • 



FiansoisI 

Emil Greueu 

Don't bother him. He wants to be crafty. Per- 
haps he hears us. You ask me what mother is 
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thinking of. Do I know? Who can tell? You see 
that she is not here, and yet these are your last 
hours at home. Yes, in this house — ^I am q)eakiiig 
of the house. She is yoimg and resolute as ever, 
she walks just as Ug^tly and is just as dear-headed, 
but she is not here. She is simply not here, Pierre. 



Is she concealing something? 

EiOL Grexjeu 
NOy she is not concealing anything, but she has 
gone into the dq>ths of her own self, where all is 
silence and mystery. She is living through her 
motherhood again, from the very beginning— do 
you understand? when you and Maurice were 
not yet bom— but in this she is crafty, like Fran- 
cois. Sometimes I see clearly that she is suffering 
unbearably, that she is terrified by the war — . 
But she smiles in answer and then I see some- 
thing else — I see how there has suddenly awak- 
ened in her the prehistoric woman — ^the woman 
who handed her husband the fighting club — . 
Wait, the soldiers are coming again I 

Military music is heard in the distance, nearing. 
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Yes, according to the assignment^ it is the Ninth 

Regiment. 

Emil Gbeueu 

Let us hear it, Pierre. I hear this music several 
timesaday. There it starts on the right, and there 
it dies down. Always there. 

Tkey listen. 

But they are brave fellows I 

PlEULE 



Balk listen aUentiody at the window. Pran(<ris looks at 
them askance and tries in vain to hear. The music 
begim to die out. 

Emil Grelieu 

Walking away from the window. 

Yesterday they played the '^ Marseillaise.'' But 
they are brave fellowsl 

EsnU Grdieu's wife enters quickly. 

Jeanne 
Do you hear it? How beautiful! Even our refu- 
gees smiled when they heard it. Emil, I have 
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brought you some tel^;ramS| here. I have read 
tncnit 

Emil Gseueu 

What is it? Let me have themi 

Reading the idepams^ he staggers to an armchair and sinks 
intait. He turns pale. 



What is it| father? 

Emil Gbeueu 
Readl 

Pierre reads it aver the shoulder of his father. The wonum 
tooks at them with an enigmatical expression upon 
her face. She sits calmly, her beautiful head thrown 
bach. Emil Grdieu rises quichly, and both he and his 
son start to pace the room in opposite directions. 

PlERSE 

Do you see? 

ElOL GlUELIEn 

Yes. 

Pierre 
Do you see? 

Emil Greueu 
YesI YesI 
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Jeanne 

As Oumgh iitdifferently. 

Emfl, was that an interesting library which they 
have destroyed? I don't know. 

EiOL Gbelieu 

YeS| very. But what are you asking me, Jeanne? 
How can you q>eak? 

Jeanne 

Oh, I speak only of those booksl Tell me, were 
there many books there? 

£mil Grelieu 
Yes, many, many! 

Jeanne 
And they've burned them? 
She kums softly in a fresh f strong voice. 

''Only the halo of the arts crowns law, liberty, 
and the King 1— Law — " 

Emil Greueu 
Books, books. 

Jeanne 
And there was also a Cathedral there. Oh, I re- 
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member it I Isn't it truei Emil, that it was a beau- 
tiful structure? 

Hums. 

"Law, liberty, and the King — '' 

PlERHE 

Fatherl 

Emil Grelxeu 
What? 

He walks up and dawn the room. 

Jeanne 

Pierre, it will soon be time for you to leave. I'll 
give you something to eat at once. Pierre, do 
you think it is true that they are killing women 
and children? I don't know. 

Pierre 
It is true, mother. 

Emil Grelieu 

_ _ • 

How can you say it, Jeanne? You don't know? 

Jeanne 

I say this on accoimt of the children. Yes, there 
they write that they are killing children, so they 
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write there. And all this was crowded upon that 
little slip of paper— and the childreni as well as 
the fire — 

Rises fuicUy and walks away^ humming. 



£mil Greueu 
Where are you going, Jeanne? 

Jeanne 

Nowhere in particular. Frangoisi do you hear? 
They are murdering our women and children. 
FransoisI Francois! 

Wiikoui iuming around, Francois walks out, his shoulders 
bent. All look after him. Jeanne goes to the other 
door with a strange half -smile. 

PlEitSE 

Mammal 

Jeanne 

I will retum directly. 

Emil Greueu 

What shall I call them? What can I call them? 
My dear Pierre, my boy, what shall I call them? 



You are greatly agitated, father. 
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Emil Giuelieu 

I have always thoughti I have always been con- 
vinced that words were at my command, but here 
I stand before this monstrous, inexplicable — ^I 
don't know, I don't know what to call them. My 
heart is crying out, I hear its voice, but the word! 
Pierre, you are a student, you are young, your 
words are direct and pure— Pierre, find the word I 

Pierre 

You want me to find it, father? Yes, I was a 
student, and I knew certain words: Peace, Rights 
Hiunanity. But now you see! My heart is 
ciying too, but I do not know what to call these 
scoimdrels. Scoimdrels? That is not sufficient. 

In despair. 

Not sufficient 

Elm. Greueu 

That is not strong enough. Pierre, I have de* 
dded — 



Decided? 

Emil Gselieu 
Yes, I am going. 



/ 
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You, father? 

EioL Greueu 

I decided to do it several days ago— even theiii at 
the very beginning. And I really don't know why 
I-—. Oh, yeS| I had to overcome within me— my 
love for flowers. 

Iranicatty. 

Yes, Pierre, my love for flowers. Oh, my boy, it is 
so hard to change from flowers to iron and bloodi 

Pierre 
Father, I dare not contradict you. 

Emil Grelieu 

No, no, you dare not. It is not necessaiy. Listen, 
Pierre, you must examine me as a physician. 

Pierre 
I am only a student, father. 

EiOL Grelieu 
Yes, but you know enough to say — . You see, 
Pierre, I must not burden our little army with a 
single superfluous si<^ or weak man. Isn't that 
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so? I must bring with me strength and power, 
not shattered health. Isn't that so? And I am 
asking you, Pierre, to examine me, simply as a 
physician, as a young physician. But I feel some- 
what embarrassed with you — . Must I take this 
off, or can you do it without removing this? 

PlERItB 

It can be done this way. 

Emil Greueu 

I think so, too. And — ^must I tell you everything, 
or — ? At any rate, I will tell you that I have not 
had any serious ailments, and for my years I am 
a rather strong, healthy man. You know what 
a life I am leading. 

Pierre 
That is imnecessaiy, father. 

Emil Greueu 

It is necessary. You are a physician. I want to 
say that in my life there were none of those tm- 
wholesome— and bad excesses. Oh, the devil take 
it, how hard it is to speak of it. 
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PlERSE 
Papa, I know all this. 
Quickly kisses kis faiher's kand. Silence. 

EidL Grelieu 

But it is necessaiy to take my pulse, Pierre, I b^ 
of you. 

PlERKE 
SmUing faifUly. 

It isn't necessary to do even that As a physician, 
I can tell you that you are healthy, but — ^you are 
unfit for war, you are unfit for war, father! I am 
listening to you and I fed like ciying, father. 

Emil Grelieu 

ThaughffMy. 

Yes, yes. But perhaps it is not necessary to cry. 
Do you think, Pierre, that I should not kill? 
Pierre, you think, that I, Emil Grelieu, must not 
kill under any circumstances and at any time? 

Pierre 

SofUy. 

I dare not touch upon your conscience, father. 

Emil Grelieu 
Yes, that is a terrible question for a man. I must 
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kill| Pierre. Of course, I could take your gun, but 
not to fire — ^qo, that would have been disgusting, 
a sacrilegious deception! When my humble people 
are condemned to kill, who am I that I should 
keep my hands clean? That would be disgusting 
cleanliness, obnoxious saintliness. My humble 
nation did not desire to kill, but it was forced, and 
it has become a murderer. So I, too, must become 
a murderer, together with my nation. Upon 
whose shoulders will I place the sin— upon the 
shoulders of our youths and children? No, Pierre. 
And if ever the Higher Conscience of the world 
will call my dear people to the terrible accounting, 
if it will call you and Maurice, my children, and 
will say to you: "What have you done? You 
have murdered!" I will come forward and will 
say: "First you must judge me; I have also y 
murdered— and you know that I am an honest 
man!" 

PiaresUs motionless, kis face covered wUh his kands* Enter 
Jeanne^ unnoticed. 

PlERItB 

Uncovering his face. 

But you must not die! You have no right I 



\ 
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EiOL Gkelieu 

LauHyf and wiik amiempi. 

Oh, deathi 

They noUce Jeanne^ and grow sUe9U* Jeanne iiis dawn 
and speaks in the same tone of strange^ abncsi cheerful 
calm. 

Jeanne 
Cinil, she is here again. 

ElOL GSEUEU 

Yes? She is here again. Where has she been the 
last two nights? 

Jeanke 

She does not know herself. Emil, her dress and 
her hands were in blood. 

Emil Greuett 
She is wounded? 

Jeanne 

No, it is not her own blood, and by the color I 
could not tell whose blood it is. 



Who is that, mother? 
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Jeanne 

AgirL Just a girl. She's insane. I have combed 
her hair and put a dean dress on her. She has 
beautiful hair, Emil, I have heard something 
— ^I understand that you want to go — ? 

Emel Greueu 
Yes. 

Jeanne 

Together with your children, Emil? 

Emil Greueu 

Yes. Pierre has examined me and finds that I 
am fit to enter the ranks. 

Jeanne 

You intend to go tomorrow? 
« 

Emil Grelieu 
Yes. 

Jeanne 

You cannot manage it today. Pierre, you have 
only an hour and a half left. 

SUenu. 

Pierre 
Mammal Tell him that he must not— Forgive me, 
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fatherl — ^that he should not go. Isn't that true, 
mother? Tell him! He has given to the nation 
his two sons — ^what more should he give? He has 
no r^t to give more. 

Jeanne 
More, Pierre? 

Pierre 

Yes,— liis life. You love him; you, yourself, would 
were killed — tell him that, motherl 



Jeanne 
Yes, I love him. I love you, too. 

Pierre 

' Oh, what are we, Maurice and I? But he I Just 
as they have no right to destroy temples in war or 
to bum libraries, just as they have no right to 
touch the eternal, so he — ^he — ^has no right to die. 
/ I am speaking not as your son, no; but to kill 
Emil Grelieu — ^that would be worse than to bum 
books. Listen to me! You have brought me into 
this world. Listen to me I — although I am young 
and should be silent— Listen to me I They have 
already robbed us. They have deprived us of our 
land and of the air; they have destroyed our 

'j h 
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treasures which have been created by the geniiis 
of our people, and now we would cast our best 
men into their jawsl What does that mean? 
What will remain of us? Let them kill us all, let 
our land be turned into a waste desert, let all 
living creatures be burned to death, but as long 
as he lives, Belgium is alive 1 What is Belgium \ 
without him? Oh, do not be silent, mother 1 Tell 
him! 

Silence* 

Emil Grelxeu 

Somewhat sternly. 
Calm yourself, Pierre! 

Jeanne 

Yesterday I — ^no, Pierre, that isn't what I was 
going to say — ^I don't know anything about it 
How could I know? But yesterday I — ^it is hard 
to get vegetables, and even bread, here — so I went 
to town, and for some reason we did not go in that 
direction, but nearer the field of battle — . How 
strange it is that we found ourselves there! And 
there I saw them coming — 

Emil Grelieu 
Whom? 
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Jeanne 

Our soldiers. They were coming from there — 
where the battle raged for four days. There were 
not many of them — about a htmdred or two hun- 
dred. But we all — there were so many people in 
the streets— 'we all stepped back to the wall in 
order to make way for them. Emil, just think of it ; 
how strange! They did not see us, and we would 
have been in their way! They were black from 
smoke, from mud, from dried blood, and they 
were swaying from fatigue. They were all thin — 
as consumptives. But that is nothing, that is all 
nothing. Their eyes — ^what was it, Emil? They 
did not see their surroundings, they still reflected 
that which they had seen there— fire and smoke 
and death — and what else? Some one said : '^ Here 
are people returning from hell." We all bowed 
to them, we bowed to them, but they did not see 
that either. Is that possible, Emil? 

EiOL Greueu 
Yes, Jeanne, that is possible. 

Pierre 
And he will go to that inferno? 
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SiUmee. EmU GreKeu waits mer to Us wife and kisses her 

demly she rises. 

Jeanne 
Forgive me; there is something else I must say — 

She moves quickly and lighUy^ bid suddenly ^ as tkough shim 
tling aeer an invisible obsiacle^ falls on one knee. 
Then she tries to rise^ kneds^ pale and still smiUsig, 
bending to one side. They rush oeer to her asid lift 
her from the ground. 



Mammal Mammal 

Emil Greueu 

You have a headache? Jeamie, my dearest, what 
ails you? 

She pushes them aside, stands up firmly, trying to conceal her 
nervousness. 

Jeanne 

What is it? What? Don't trouble, Emill My 
head? No, no! My foot slipped— you know, the 
one that pained me. You see, I can walk now. 

Emil Greueu 
A glass of water, Pierre. 



• » 
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Jeanne 
What for? How absurd! 

BiU Pierre had already gone out. Jeanne sits dawn^ hangs 
her headf as one guilty , endeavoring not to looh into 
his eyes. 

Jeanne 

What an excitable youth— your Pierre! Did you 
hear what he said? 

ElOL GSELIEU 

SipUficantly. 

Jeanne! 

Jeanne 

What? No, no — ^why do you look at me this way? 
No — ^I am telling you. 

Pierre brings her water, but Jeanne does not drink it. 

Jeanne 
Thank you, Pierre, but I don't want it. 

Silence. 

How fragrant the flowers are. Pierre, please give 
me that rose — ^yes, that one. Thank you. How 
fresh it is, Emil, and what a fine fragrance — come 
over here, Emil! 
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EmU Gfdieu goes ever to her and kisses the hand in wkick 
she holds the rose. Loohsather. 

Jeanne 

Laufering her hand. 

No; I have asked for this flower simply because its 
fragrance seems to me immortal — ^it is always the 
same — as the sky. How strange it is, always the 
same. And when you bring it dose to your face, 
and dose to your eyes, it seems to you that there 
is nothing except this red rose and the blue sky. 
Nothing but the red rose and the distant, pal< 
very pale — ^blue sky. . . . 



Emil Greueu 

Pierre! Listen to me, my boy! People speaik of 
this only at night, when th^r are alone with their 
souls — and she knows it, but you do not know it 
yet. Don't you know it, Jeanne? 

Jeanne 

Tremblings opening her eyes. 
Yes, I know, Emil. 

Emil Greliexj 
The life of the poet does not bdong to him. The 
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roof over the heads of people, which shelters 
them— all that is a phantom for me, and my life 
does not belong to me. I am always far away, 
not here — ^I am always where I am not. You 
think of finding me among the living, while I am 
dead; you are afraid of finding me in death, mute, 
cold, doomed to decay, while I live and sing aloud 
from my grave. Death which makes people 
mute, which leaves the imprint of silence upon the 
bravest lips, restores the voice to the poet. Dead, 
I speak more loudly than alive. Dead, I am alive I 
I Am I — ^just think of it, Pierre, my boy, — am I to 
fear death when in my most persistent searches 
I could not find the boundary between life and 
death, when in my feelings I mix life and death 
into one — as two strong, rare kinds of wine? 
Just think of it, my boyi 

Silence. Emil Grdieu looks at his son, smiling. Pierre 
has covered his face with his hands. The woman is 
apparently calm. She tMy$s her eyes from her weep- 
ing son to her husband. 

PlERSE 

Uncovering his face. 

Forgive me, fatherl 
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Jeanne 

Take this rose, Pierre, and when it fades and falls 
apart tear down another rose— it will have the 
same fragrance as this one. You are a foolish 
little boy, Pierre, but I am also foolish, although 
Emil is so kind that he thinks differently. Will 
you be in the same regiment, Emil? 

Emil Grelieu 
No, hardly, Jeanne. 



Father, it is better that we be in the same r^- 
ment. I will arrange it, father — ^wiU you permit 
me? And I will teach you how to march — . You 
know, I am going to be your superior officer. 

Emil Grelieu 

Smiling, 

Very welL 

Jeanne 

Goes 01U singing in a low voice. 

''Only the halo of the arts is crowning— law, 
liberty, and the King.'' Who is that? Ah, you I 
Look, Pierre, here is the girl you wished to see. 
Comein, come in, my dear child 1 Don't be 
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come in I You know him. That's my husband. 
He is a veiy good man and will do you no harm. 
And this is my son, Pierre. Give him your hand. 

A giH enters; ske is fraUf very pak^ and beauHful. Shewears 
a Hack dress^ her hair is combed neaily^ and she is 
modest in her demeanor. Her eyes reflect fright and 
sorrow. She is fottowed by the chambermaid, Sihina, 
a hind, dderly woman in a white cap; by Madame 
Henrietta, and another woman in ike service of the 
GreUeu household. They stop at the threshold and 
watch the girl curiously. The elder woman is wup^ 
ing as she loohs at her. 

Girl 

Sketching forth her hand to Pierre. 

Oh, that is a soldierl Be so kind, soldier, tell me 
how to go to Lonua. I have lost my way. 

Pierre 

Confused. 

I do not know. Mademoiselle. 

Girl 

Looking at everybody mournfully. 

Who knows? Itis timeforme togo.^ 
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Jeanne 

Cautiously and tenderly leading her to a seat. 

Sit down, chfldy take a rest, my dear, give your 
poor feet a rest Pierre, her feet are wounded, yet 
she wants to walk all the time. 

Elderly Woman 

I wanted to stop her. Monsieur Pierre, but it is 
impossible to stop her. If we dose the door before 
her the poor girl beats her head against the walls, 
like a bird in a cage. Poorgirll 

Dries her tears. Francois enters from the garden and occupies 
himself again with the flowers. He glances at the girl 
from time to time. It is endent that he is making 
painful efforts to hear and understand what is going 
on* 

GntL 
It is time for me to go. 

Jeanne 

Rest yourself, here, my child! Why should you 
leave? At night it is so terrible on the roads. 
There, in the dark air, bullets are buzzing instead 
of our dear bees; there wicked people, vicious 
beasts are roaming. And there is no one who can 



I . 
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tell you, for there is no one who knows how to go 
toLonua. 

Girl 

Don't you know how I could find my way to 
Lonua? 

PlEUtE 

So/ay. 

What is she asking? 

Emil Grelxeu 

Oh, you may speak louder; she can hear as little 
as Francois. She is asking about the village which 
the Prussians have set on fire. Her home used to 
be there — ^now there are only ruins and corpses 
there. There is no road that leads to Lonua I 

Girl 

Don't you know it, either? No one knows. I 
have asked everybody, and no one can tell me how 
to find my way to Lonua. I must hurry. They 
are waiting for me there. 

Sherises quickly andwalksater to Franiois. 

Tell me; you are kindheartedl Don't you know 
the way to Lonua? 
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Pranfois looks ai her inienUy. SilenUy he turns away amd 
walks otdf sioofmg. 

Jeanne 

Seating ker again. 

Sit dowxiy little girl. He does not know. 

Girl 

Sadly. 

I am asking, and they are silent. 



Emil Grelieu 

I suppose she is also asking the bodies of the dead 

that lie in the fields and in the ditches how to go 

to Lonua. 

Jeanne 

Her hands and her dress were bloodstained. She 
was walking all night Take a rest, my little one I 
I will hold you in my arms, and you will fed better 
and more comfortable, my little child. 

Girl 

So/ay. 

Tell me, how can I find my way to Lonua? 

Jeanne 
Yes, yes, comel Emil, I will go with her to my 
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room. There she will fed more comfortable. 
Come along, my dear. Ill hold you. Gomel 

They go out. The oiher women foBow ikem. EmilGrelieu 
and Pierre remain. 

EuLL Grelieu 

Lonua! A quiet little village which no one ever ^ 
noticed before — Chouses, trees, and flowers. Where ' 
is it now? Who knows the way to that little vil- 
lage? Pierre, the soiil of our people is roam- 
ing about in the watches of the night, asking 
the dead how to find the way to Lonual Pierre, 
I cannot endure it any longerl I am suffocating 
from hatred and angert Oh, weep, you German 
Nation— bitter will be the fate of your children, 
terrible will be your disgrace before the judgment 
of the free nationsi 

Curtain 



« I 



SCENE m 

NiglU. The dark sUkoueUe of Emit Grdieu's villa stands 
oui in the background. The gatekuper^s house is 
seen among the trees, a dim light in the window* 
At the cast4ron fence frightened women are knd" 
died together, watching the fire in the distance. An 
alarming redness has covered the shy; only in the 
zenith is the sky dark. The reflection of the fire falls 
upon objects and people, casting strange shadows 
against the mirrors of the mute and dark tnlla. The 
voices sound muffled and timid; there are frequent 
pauses and prolonged sighs. Three women. 

Henrietta 

My God, my God 1 How terrible it is 1 It is burn- 
ing and burning, and there is no end to the firel 

Second Woman 

Yesterday it was burning further away, and to- 
night the fire is nearer. It is growing nearer. O 

Lord! 

Hensietta 

It is burning and burning, there is no end to the 
firel Today the sun was covered in a mist. 

45 
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Second Woiian 

It is forever burning^ and the sun is growing ever 
darkerl Now it is lighter at night than in the day- 
timel 

SiLVINA 

lamafraidl 

Henrietta 
Be silent, Silvina, be silent I 
SiUnce, 

Second Woman 

I can't hear a sound. What is bumiog there? If 
I close my eyes it seems to me that nothing is 
going on there. Itissoquietl Even the dogs are 
1 not barking I 

i 

Henrietta 

I can see all that is going on there even with my 
I eyesdosed. Look; it seems the fire is spreadingi 
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SiLVINA 

Oh, lamafraidl 

Second Woiian 
Where is it burning? 
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Henrietta 

I don't know. It is biirning and burning, and there 
is no end to the firet It may be that they have all 
perished by this time. It may be that something 
terrible is going on there, and we are looking on 
and know nothing. 

A fourth woman approaches them quieUy. 

Fourth Woman 
Goodeveningl 

SiLVINA 

With restraint. 

Ohl 

Henrietta 

Oh, you have frightened us I Good evening, 
neighbor! 

Fourth Woman 

Good evening, Madame Henrietta 1 Never mind 
my coming here — ^it is terrible to stay in the house I 
I guessed that you were not sleeping, but here, 
watching. You can see well from this spot. 
Don't you know where the fire is? 

Second Woman 
No. And we can't hear a sound— how quietl 
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Henuetta 

It is burning and burning. Haven't you heard 
anything about your husband? 

Fourth Woman 
No, nothing. I have already stopped weeping. 



! 

^ Henrietta 



And with whom are your children just now? 

Fourth Woiian 

Alone. They are asleep. Is it true that Monsieur 
Pierre was killed? I've heard about it 

Henrietta 

AgUaied. 

Just imagine! I don't know! I simply cannot 
understand what is going on! You see, there 
is no one in the house now, and we are afraid to 
sleq> there— 

Second Woman 

The three of us sleep here, in the gatekeeper's 
house. 

Henrietta 

I am afraid to look into that house even in the 
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dajrdme — ^the house is so laige and so emptyl 
And there are no men there, not a soul — 

Fourth Woman 

Is it true that Francois has gone to shoot the Prus- 
sians? I have heard about it. 

Hemsietta 

Maybe. Everybody is talking about it, but we 
don't know. He disappeared quietly, like a mouse. 

Fourth Woman 
He will be hanged— the Prussians hang such peo* 

plel 

Henrietta 

Wait, wait I Today, while I was in the garden, I 
heard the telephone ringing in the house; it was 
ringing for a long time. I was frightened, but I 
went in after all— and, just think of itl Some one 
said: '' Monsieur Pierre was killed 1" 

Second Woman 
And nothing more? 

Henrietta 
Nothing more; not a word I All grew quiet again. 
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I fdt so bad and was so frightened that I could 
hardly run out Now I will not enter that house 
foranythingi 

Fourth Woman 
Whose voice was it? 

Second Woman 
Madame Henrietta says it was an unfamiliar vdce. 

Henrietta 
Yes, an unfamihar voice. 

Fourth Woman 

Lookl There seems to be a light in the windows of 
the house— somebody is there! 

Silvina 
Oh, I am afraid! I can't bear it! 

Henrietta 

Oh, what are you saying; what are you saying? 
There is no one therel 

Second Woman 
That's from the redness of the sky! 
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Fourth Woman 
What if some one is ringing there again? 

Henrietta 
How is that possible? At night? 

AUlislcH. Silence. 

Second Woman 

What will become of us? They are coming this 
way, and there is nothing that can stop themi 

Fourth Woman 

I wish I might die now! When you are dead, you 
don't hear or see anything. 

Henrietta 

It keeps on all night like this — ^it is burning and 

burning! And in the day time it will again be hard 

to see things on account of the smoke; and the 

bread will smell of bxuning! What is going on 

there? 

Fourth Woman f 

They have killed Monsieur Pierre. |\ 

Second Woman 
They have killed him? Killed him? 
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SiLVINA 

You must not speak of it I My God| whither 
should I got I cannot bear this. I cannot imder- 
stand it I 

Weeps scfUy. 

Fourth Woman 

They say there are twenty millions of them, and 
they have already set Paris on fire. They say they 
have cannon which can hit a hundred kilometers 
away. 

Henrietta 

My God, my GodI And all that is coming upon 
usl 

Second Woman 

Merciful God, have pity on usl 

Fourth Woman 

And they are flying and they are hurling bombs 
from airships — ^terrible bombs, which destroy en- 
tire dtiesl 

Henrietta 

My GodI What have they done with the skyi 
Before this You were alone in the sky, and now 
those base Prussians are there tool 
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Second Woman 

Before this, when my soul wanted rest and joy I 
looked at the sky, but now there is no place where 
a poor soul can find rest and joy I 

Fourth Woman 

They have taken everything away from our Bel- 
gium — even the skyi I wish I could die at oncel 
There is no air to breathe now I 

Suddenly frightened. 

Listen I Don't you think that now my husband, 
my husband — 

Henrietta 
No, not 

Fourth Woman 

Why is the sky so red? What is it that is burning 
there? 

Second Woman 

Have mercy on us, GodI The fire seems to be 
moving toward us I 

Silence. The redness of the flames seems to be swaying aver 
the earth. 

Curtain 



If 



3 , 
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SCENE IV 

Anew. The sun has already risen, btUilis hidden behind 
the heavy misi and smoke. 

A targe room in Emit Grelieu^s mlla, which has been turned 
inio a sickroom. There are two wounded there, Qrelieu 
himsdff with a serious wound in his shoulder , and 
his son Maurice, with a light wound on his right arm. 
The large window, covered with half transparent cur^ 
tains, admits a faint bluish light. The wounded 
appear to be asUep. In an armchair at the bedside 
ofOrdieu there is a motionless figure in white, Jeanne. 

Emil Grelieu 

SofUy. 

Jeannel 

She leans over the bed quickly. 

Jeanne 
Shall I give you some water? 

Emil Gseueu 
No. You are tired. 

54 
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Jeanne 

Oh, no, not at all. I was dozing all night Can't 
you fall asleep, Emil? 

Emil Gselzeu 
What time is it? 

She goes over to the window quieUy, and pushing the curiam 
aside stighOy^ loohs ai her little waUh. Then she r^ 
turns just as quietly. 

Jeanne 

It is still early. Perhaps you will tiy to fall asleep, 
Emil? It seems to me that you have been suffer- 
ing great pain; you have been groaning all night. 

Emil Gseueu 

No, I am feeling better. How is the weather this 
morning? 

Jeanne 

Nasty weather, Emil; you can't see the sun. Try 
to sleep. 

Silence. Suddenly Maurice utters a cry in his deep; the 
cry turns into a groan and indistinct mumbUng. 
Jeanne walhs over to him and listens, then returns to 
her seat. 
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Emil Greueu 
Is the boy getting on well? 

Jeanne 

Don't wony^ Emil. He only said a few words in 
hissleq). 

Emil Greueu 

He has done it several times tonight 

Jeanne 

I am afraid that he is disturbing you. We can 
have him removed to another room and Henrietta 
will stay with him. The boy's blood is in good 
condition. In another week, I believe, we shall be 
able to remove the bandage from his arm. 

Emil Grelieu 
No, let him stay here, Jeanne. 

Jeanne 
What is it, my dear? 
<\ ' She kneels at ku M and kisses kis iMfid carefully. 

Emil Gselieu 
Jeanne! 



I I 
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Jeanne 
I think your fever has gone down, my dear. 
Impresses another kiss upon his hand and clings to iL 

Emil Greueu 
You are my love, Jeanne. 

Jeanne 

Do not speak, do not speak. Don't agitate your- 
self. 

A brief moment of sHence. 

Emil Gbelieu 

Moving his head restlessly. 

It is so hard to breathe here, the ai 



Jeanne 

The window has been open all n^t| my dear. 
There is not a breeze outside. 

Emil Grelieu 
There is smoke. 

Jeanne 
Yes. 
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Mausice 
VUers a cry atice iHore, ihm muUers— 

Stop, Stop, Stopl 

Again indisHneUy. 

It 18 burning, it is burning! Oh! Who is going to 
the batteiy , who is going to the batteiy 

He muUers omd (km grows sileni. 

EujL Gkeueu 
What painful dreamsl 

Jeanne 

That's nothing; the boy always used to talk in hi 
8leq>, Yesterday he looked so well. 

Emil Gkeueu 
Jeanne! 

Jeanne 
What is it| my dear? 



' Sit down. 



Veiy wdL 



EiOL Gkeueu 



Jeanne 
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EiiiL Gbeueu 
Jeanne. . . . Are you thinking about Pierre? 



Jeanne 

SofUy. 

Don't qpeak of him. 

1 Emil Gheueu 

You are right. Death is not so terrible. Isn't 
that true, Jeanne? 

Jeanne 

AfUr a brief pause. 

That's true. 

Emil Grelxeu 

We shall follow him later. He will not come here, 
but we shall go to him. I was thinking of it at 
night It is so clear. Do you remember the red 
rose which you gave him? I remember it. 



Jeanne 
Yes. 



I Emil Grelxeu 

I It is so dear. Jeanne, lean over me. You axe 

j the best woman in the world. 

Siknce. 



J* ♦ 
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Emil Gbelxeu 

Tossing about in Us bed. 

It is SO hard to breathe. 

Jeanne 
My dear 

Emil Grelieu 

N0| that's nothing. The night is tormenting me. 
Jeanne, was I dreaming, or have I really heard 
cannonading? 

Jeanne 

You really heard it, at about five o'clock. But 
very far away, Emil— it was hardly audible. 
Close your eyes, my dear, rest yourself. 

SHenu 

Maurice 

PainUy. 
Mammal 

Jeanne wdks over to kim quietly. 

Jeanne 
Are you awake? 

Maurice 
Yes. I have slept enouj^. How is father? 
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Jeanne 
He is awake. 

Eim. GsEUEU 
Good morning, Maurice. 

Maurice 

Good morning, papa. How do you fed? I am 
feeling well. 

EiiiL Greueu 

I, too, am feeling well. Jeanne, you may draw 
the curtain aside. I can't sleep any longer. 

Jeanne 

Very well. What a nasty day I Still it will be 
easier for you to breathe when it is light. 

She draws the curtain aside slowly, so as not to make it too 
light at once. Beyond the large window vague sil- 
houettes of the trees are seen at the window frames and 
several withered, bent flowers. Maurice is trying to 
adjust the screen. 

Jeanne 
What are you doing, Maurice? 

Maurice 
My coat— Never mind, I'll fix it myself. 
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GuiMy. 

No, mamma, you had better help me. 

Jeanne 

Going behind the screen. 

What a foolish boy you are, Maurice. 

ind the screen. 



Be careful, be careful, that's the way. Don't 
huny, be careful. 

Maurice 

Behind the screen. 

Pin this for me right here, as you did yesterday. 
That's very good. 

Jeanne 

Behind ihe screen. 

Of course. Wait, you'll kiss me later — . Well? 
Hiat's the way. 

Mastriu comes autt his righi arm dressed in a bandage. He 
goes Offer to his father and first kisses his hand, then, 
upon a sign from his eyes, he kisses him on the lips. 

Emil Grelieu 
Good morning, good morning, my dear boy. 
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Maxtrice 

Looking around (U ike screen^ where his mother is putting the 
bed in order. 

Papa^ look I 

He takes his hand out of the bandage and straightens it 
quickly. Then he puts it back just as quickly. EmU 
Grdieu threatens him with his finger. Jeanne puts 
the screen aside, and the bed is already in order. 

Jeanne 

I am through now. Maurice, come to the bath- 
room. Ill wash you. 

Maurice 

Oh, no; under no circumstances. I'll wash myself 
today. Last night I washed myself with my left 
hand and it was very fine. 

Walking over to the open window. 

How nasty it is. These scoundrels have spoiled 
the day. Still, it is warm and there is the smell of 
flowers. It's good, papa; it is very fine. 

Emil Gbelieu 
Yes, it is pleasant 
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Maurice 
Wdl, I am going. 

Jeanne 

Clean your teeth; you didn't do it yesterday, 

Maurice. 

Maueice 

CfunMing. 

What's the iise of it now? Very well^ I'll do it. 

Ai the door. 

Papa, do you know, well have good news today; 
I feel it 

He is heard calling in a ringing voice, ** Silvina" 

Emil Grelieu 
I feel better. 

Jeanne 

111 let you have your coffee directly. You are 
looking much better today, much l)etter. 

Emil Grelieu 
What is this? 

Jeanne 

Perfume, with water. I'll bathe your face with 
it That's the way. Now I again have little chil- 
drentowash. You see how pleasant it feels. 
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Emil Greueu 
Yes. What did he say about good news? 

Jeanne 

He didn't mean anything. He is vexy happy be- 
caiise he is a hero. 

Emil Greueu 
Do you know any news? 

Jeanne 

IrresdluUly. 

Nothing. What news could there be? 

Emil Gselieu 

Tell me, Jeanne; you were firmer before. Tellme^ 

my dear. 

Jeanne 

Was I firmer? Perhaps. ... I have grown 
accustomed to talk to you softly at night Well- 
how shall I tell it to you? They are coming. 

Emil Greueu 
Coming? 

Jeanne 

Yes. You know their numbers and ours. Don't 
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be ezdted, but I think that it will be necessaiy 
for us to leave for Antwerp today. 

EiOL Greueu 
Are they near? 

Jeanne 

YeSy they are near. Very near. 

Smgs sofUy. 

''Le Roi, la Loi, la Libert^/' Very near. I have 
not told you that the King inquired yesterday 
about your health. I answered that you were 
feeling better and that you will be able to leave 
today. 

EiOL Grelieu 

Of course I am able to leave today. And what 
did he say about them? 

Jeanne 
What did the King say? 

* 

Sinpng ike same kme. 

He said that their numbers were too great 

EiOL Grelieu 
What else did he say? What else, Jeanne? . 
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Jeanne 

Whatdse? He said that there was a God and there 
was righteousness. That's what I believe I heard 
him say — that there was sdll a God and that 
righteousness was sdll in existence. How old 
these words are, Emil I But it is so good that they 
still exist 

Silence. 

Elm. Grelxeu 

YeS| in the daytime you are so different Where 
do you get so much strength, Jeanne? 

Jeanne 
Where? 

Emil Greijeu 

I am forever looking at your hair. I am wondering 
why it hasn't turned gray. 

Jeanne 

I dye it at night, Emil. I'll bring in some more 
flowers. Now it is very cozy here. Oh, yes, I 
haven't told you yet — some one will be here to see 
you today — ^Secretary Lagard and some one else 
hv the name of Count Clairmont 
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Emil Grelieu 
Count Qainnont? I don't know him. 

Jeanne 

It is not necessary that you should know him. 
He is simply known as Count Qainnont, Count 
Qainnont — . That's a good name for a veiy 
good man. 

Emil Gseueu 

I know a veiy good man in Belgium — 

Jeanne 

TshI You must not know anything. You must 
only remember — Count Qainnont. They have 
some important matters to discuss with you, I 
believe. And they'll send you an automobilei to 
take you to Antwerp. 

Emil G&elieu 



Count Qairmont? 

Jeanne 
Also smiling. 

Yes. You are loved by everybody, but if I were 
a King, I would have sent you an aeroplane. 
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Tkrawing back her ha$ids in sorrow which she is trying 
vainly to suppress. 

Ahy how good it would be now to rise from the 
ground and fly— and fly for a long, long time. 

EnUr Mauriu. 

Mausice 

I am ready now, I have cleaned my teeth. Tveeven 
taken a walk in the garden. But I have never be- 
fore noticed that we have such a beautiful garden 1 
Papa, our garden is wonderfully beautiful I 

Jeanne 

Coffee will be ready directly. If he disturbs you 
with his talk, call me, Emil. 

Maurice 

Oh, I did not mean to disturb you. Forgive me, 
papa. I'll not disturb you any more. 

Emil Gbeueu 

You may ^>eak, speak. I am feeling quite well, 

quite well. 

Jeanne 

But you must save your strength, don't forget 
that, Emil. 

ExU. 
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Maurice 

SiUing dcwH quieUy at the window. 

Perhaps I really ought not to speak, papa? 

Emil Gseueu 

Smiling fainUy. 

Can you be silent? 

Maurice 

Blushing. 

No, father, I cannot just now. I suppose I seem 
to you very young. 

Emil Grelieu 
And what Jo you think of it yourself? 

Maurice 

Blushing again. 

I am no longer as young as I was three weeks ago. 
Yes, only three weeks ago — ^I remember the toll- 
ing of the bells in our church, I remember how I 
teased Francois. How strange that Francois has 
been lost and no one knows where he is. What 
does it mean that a himian being is lost and no 
one knows where he is? Before, one could see 
eveiything on earth. 
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Emil Grelieu 
Yes. 

Maurice 

Papa! Why do they hang such people as Fran- 
cois? That is cruel and stupid. Forgive me for 
speaking so harshly. But need an old man love 
his fatherland less than I love it, for instance? 
The old people love it even more intensely. Let 
everyone fight as he can. I am not tiring you, 
am I? An old man came to us, he was very feeble, 
he asked for bullets — ^well, let them hang me 
too — ^I gave him bullets. A few of our regiment 
made sport of him, but he said: ''If only one Prus- 
sian bullet will strike me, it means that the Prus- 
sians will have one bullet less.'' That appealed 
to me. 

Emil Gselieu 

Yes, that appeals to me, too. Have you heard 
the cannonading at dawn? 

Maurice 
No. Why, was there any cannonading? 

Emil Grelieu 
Yes. I heard cannonading. Did mamma tell 
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you that th^ are coming nearer and nearer? 
They are approaching. 

Maxtucb 

Rising. 

Really? Impossible I 

ElOL GSEUEU 

Th^ are oomingy and we must leave for Antwerp 
today. 

Maxtucb 
Yes. 

Be rises and walks hack and forth, forgeUing his wounded 
arm. Be is gfeaUy agUaied. Clenches his fist. 

Maurice 

Father^ tell me: What do you think of the present 
state of affairs? 

Emil Grelieu 
Mamma saj^ there is a God and there is righteous- 



Maxtuce 

Raisif^ his hand* 

Mamma says ^Let God bless mammal ^I don't 
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know^-I— . Very well, very well. We shall see; 
we shall seel 

His face iwUckes Uke a ckUd^s face. He is trying to refress 
Ids tears. 

Maurice 

I still owe them something for Pierre. Forgive 
me, father; I don't know whether I have a rij^t 
to say this or not, but I am altogether different 
from you. It is wicked but I can't help it I was 
looking this morning at your flowers in the garden 
and I felt so sorry— sorry for you, because you 
had grown them. Those rascals! 

EiOL Gkelieu 
MaiuJcel 

Mauuce 

The scoundrels 1 I don't want to consider them 
human beings, and I shall not consider them 
human beings. 

Enter Jeanne. 

Jeanne 
What is it, Maurice? That isn't right 
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Maurice 
Very wdL 

As he fosses he embraces his moiher vnih his left hand and 
hisses her. 

Jeanne 

You had better sit down. It is dangerous for your 
health to walk around this way. 

Emil Gselieu 
Sit down, MaiuJce. 

Masifice siis dawn ai the window facing the garden. Emit 
Grdieu smiles sadly and closes his eyes. Silwna, the 
maidf brings in coffee and sets it on the table near 
Crdieu*s bed. 

SiLVINA 

Good momingi Monsieiur Emil. 

Emil Gbeueu 

Opening his eyes. 

Good morning, Silvina. 
ExUSiMna. 

Jeanne 
Go and have your breakfast, Maiuice. 
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Maubice 
WiUunU iuming arawid. 

I don't want any breakfast Manuna, 111 take 
o£f my bandage tomorrow. 

Jeanne 

Laughing. 

Soldier, is it possible that you are capricious? 
Siknce. Jea$ine kdps EmU Grelieu wiih kis coffee. 

Jeanne 

That's the way. Is it convenient for you this way, 
or do you want to drink it with a spoon? 

Elm. Grelieu 
Oh, my poor head, it is so weak — 

Maxtuce 

Going over to km. 

Forgive me, father, I'll not do it any more. I was 
foolishly excited, but do you know I could not 
endure it. May I have a cup, mamma? 

Jeanne 
Yes, this is yours. You feel better now? 



76 THE SORROWS OF BELGIUM [Scenszv 

Maxtuce 
Yes» I do. 

Emil Gseueu 

I am feeling perfectly well today, Jeanne. When 
18 the bandage to be changed? 

Jeanne 

Later. Count Qairmont will bring his surgeon 
along with him. 

Maxtuce 

« 

Who is that, mamma? Have I seen hi] 



Jeanne 

Youll see him. But, please, Maiuice, when you 
see him, don't open your mouth so wide. You 
have a habit— you open your mouth and then 
you forget about it 

Maurice 

Blushmg. 

You are both looking at me and smiling. But I 
have time yet to grow. I have time yet to grow. 

Tk$ iound rf aukmobUes is keard. 



ScEMX zv] THE SORROWS OF BELGIUM 77 

Jeanne 

Rismg qyicUy. 

I think they are here. Maiiricei this is only Count ' 
Clairmont, don't forget 111 be back directly* 
They will speak with you about a very, very im- 
portant matter, Emil, but you must not be agi- 
tated 

Emtt. Geeueu 
Yes, I know. 

Jeanne 

Kissing Um qmckly. 
I am going. 

Exiif almost coUiding with Silvina, who is exciiei. 

Mauuce 

Whispering. 

Who is it, Silvina? 

SUvina makes stme answer in mingled ddight ami ouxe. 
Maurice's face assu$nes the same expression as Sit- 
vina's. SUvina goes otU. Maurice walks quickly 
to the window and raises his left hand to his forehead^ 
straightening himself in military fashion. Thus ke 
stands until the others notice him. 



I 
I 

1 
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Enier Jeanne^ Cauni ClairmoniffoUawed by Secretary Lagard 
a$id Ae Counts adjuiantf an elderly General of stem 
appearanUf tvilh numerous decorations upon Ins 
chest. The Count himself is tall, well buUt and 
young, in a modest officer^s uniform, without any 
medals to signify his high station. He carries himself 
very modestly, almost bashfully, but overcoming his 
first uneasiness, he speahs warmly and poiverfutty 
and freely. His gestures are sudft. All treat him 
with profound respect. 

Lagard is a strong old man with a leonine gray head. He 
speahs simply, his gestures are calm and resolute. It 
is evident that he is in the habit of speaking from a 
platform. 

Jeanne holds a large bouquet of flowers in her hands. Count 
Clairmont walks directly toward Grdieu's bedside. 

Count Clairmont 

Coftfused. 

I have come to shake hands with you, my dear 
master. Oh, biit do not make a single umiecessaiy 
movement, not a single one, otherwise I shall be 
veiy unhappyl 

Emil Gselieu 
I am deeply moved, I am happy. 
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Count Clairmont 

N09 no, don't speak that way. Here stands before 
you only a man who has learned to think from 
your books. But see what they have done to 
you— look, Lagardl 

Lagasd 

How are you, Grelieu? I, too, want to shake 
your hand. Today I am a Secretary by the will 
of Fate, but yesterday I was only a physician, 
and I may congratulate you— you have a kind 
hand. Let me feel your pulse. 

General 

Coming forward modesily. 

Allow me, too, in the name of this entire army of 
ours to express to you our admiration, Monsieur 
Grelieu! 

Emil Grelieu 
I thank you. I am feeling perfectly well, LaganL 

Count Clairmont 
But perhaps it is necessary to have a surgeon? 
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Jeanne 

He can listen and talk, Count He is smiling — 
he can listen. 

Count Claismont 

NaOcmg Maurice^ confused. 

OhI who is thb? Please put down your hand— you 
are wounded. 

Maxtuce 

I am so happy, Count 

Jeanne 

This is our second son. CXir first son, Pierre, was 
killed at li^gp— 

Count Clairmont 

I dare not console you, Madame Grelieu. Give 
me your hand, Maiuice. 

Maurice 
Oh, CountI I am only a soldier. I dare not — 

Count Clairmont 

My dear yotmg man, I, too, am nothing but a 
soldier now. Your hand, comrade. That's the 
way. Masterl My children and my wife have 
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sent you flowers— but where are they? Oht how 
absentminded I am. 

Jeanne 
Here they are, Count 

Count Claixmont 

Thank you. But I did not know that your flowers 

were better than mine, for my flowers smell of 

smoke. 

Lagard 
Like all Belgiiun. 

To Count ClairmofU. 

His pulse is good. Grelieu, we have come to you 
not only to express oiur sympathy. Through me 
all the working people of Belgiiun are shaking 
yoiur hand. 

EmL Gbelieu 

I am proud of it, Lagard. 

Lagard 
But we are just as proud. Yes; there is something 
we must discuss with you. Count Clairmont 
did not wish to disturb you, but I said: ''Let 
him die, but before that we must speak to him.'' 
Isn't that so, oonuude? 



t 
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Emil Gselieu 

I am not dying. Maurice, I think you had better 
go out 

Count Claismont 
QukUy. 

Oh, no, no. He is your son, Grelieu, and he should 
be present to hear what his father will say. Oh, 
I should have been proud to have such a father. 

Lagaro 

Our Count is a very fine young man — ^Pardon me. 
Count, I have again upset our — 

Count Clairmont 

That's nothing, I have already grown accustomed 
to it Master, it is necessary for you and your 
family to leave for Antwerp today. 

EmL Grelieu 
Are our affairs in such a critical condition? 

Lagard 

What is there to tell? Things are in bad shape, 
very bad. That horde of Huns is coming upon us 
like the tide of the sea. Today they are still there. 
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but tomorrow they will flood your house, Grelieu. 
They are coming toward Antwerp. To what can 
we resort in our defence? On this side are they, 
and there is the sea. Only very little is left of 
Belgium, Grelieu. Very soon there wiU be no 
room even for my beard here. Isn't that so. 
Count? 

Silence. Dull sounds cf cannonading are heard in ike dis- 
lance. AH iumtkeir eyes to Ihe window. 

EmL Grelieu 
Is that a battle? 

Count Clairmont 
Listening, calmly. 

No, that is only the beginning. But tomorrow 
they will carry their devilish weapons past your 
house. Do you know they are real iron monsters, 
imder whose weight our earth is quaking and 
groaning. They are moving slowly, like am- 
phibia that have crawled out at night from the 
abjrss— but they are moving 1 Another few days 
will pass, suid they will crawl over to Antwerp, 
they will turn their jaws to the city, to thechiuches 
—Woe to Belgium, masterl Woe to Belgiuml 
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Lacaxd 

Yes, it is very bad. We are an honest and peaceful 
people despising bloodshed, for war is such a 
stupid affair I And we should not have had a 
single soldier long ago were it not for this accursed 
neighbor, this den of murderers. 

General 

And what would we have done without any sol- 
diers. Monsieur Lagard? 

Lagard 

And what can we do with soldiers. Monsieur 
General? 

Count Clairmont 

You are wrong, Lagard. With our little army there 
is still one possibility— to die as freemen die. But 
I without an army we would have been bootblacks, 
LagardI 

Lagard 

Gnmbling. 

Well, I would not clean anybody's boots. Things 
are in bad shape, Grelieu, in very bad shape. And 
there is but one remedy left for us-—. True, it is 
a terrible remedy. 
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Emtt. GxEUEU 

I know. 

Lagard 
Yes? What is it? 

Emil Grelieu 
The dam. 

Jtammit and Emil shudder and look al each other with terror 
in their eyes. 

Count Clairiiont 

You shuddered, you are shuddering, madame. 
But what am I to do, what are we to do, we who 
dare not shudder? 

Jeanne 

Oh, I simply thought of a girl who was trying to 
find her way to Lonua. She will never find her 
way to Lonua. 

Count Clairmont 
But what is to be done? What is to be done? 

All become thoughtful. The Count steps away to the window 
and looks out^ nervously twitching his mustaches. 
Maurice has moved aside and^ as before^ stands al 
attention. Jeanne stands a little distance away from 
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km, with hot shotdder learning against the wall, 
her beautiful pale head thrown back. Lagard is 
sitting at the bedside as before, stroking his gray, diS" 
hoveled beard. The General is absorbed in gloomy 
thoughts. 

Count Clairmont 

TVmmf around resolutely. 

I am a peaceful man, but I can imderstand why 
people take up arms. Armsl Tha( means a 
; sword, a gun, explosive contrivances. That is 
fire. Fire is killing people, but at the same time 
it also gives light Fire cleanses^ There is some- 
thing of the ancient sacrifice in it. But water I 
cold, dark, silent, covering with mire, causing 
bodies to swell — ^water, which was the beginning of 
[ chaos; water, which is guarding the earth by day 
and night in order to rush upon it My friend, 
believe me, I am quite a daring man, but I am 
afraid of water! Lagard, what would you say to 
that? 

Lagabd 

We Belgians have too long been struggling against 
the water not to have learned to fear it I am 
also afraid of water. 
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Jeanne 
But what is more terrible, the Prussians or water? 

General 

Bcwing. 

Madame is right The Prussians are not more 
terrible, but they are worse. 

Lagasd 

Yes. We have no other choice. It is terrible to 
release water from captivity, the beast from its 
den, nevertheless it is a better friend to us than 
the Prussians. I would prefer to see the whole of 
Belgium covered with water rather than extend a 
hand of reconciliation to a scoundrel I Neither 
they nor we shall live to see that, even if the en- 
tire Atlantic Ocean rush over bur heads. 
Brief pause. 

General 

But I hope that we shall not come to that Mean- 
while it is necessary for us to flood only part of 
our territory. That is not so terrible. 

Jeanne 

Her eyes dosed, her head hanging dawn. 

And what is to be done with those who could not 
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abandon their homes, who are deaf, who are sick 
and alone? What will become of our children? 

SSetiee. 

Jeanne 

There in the fields and in the ditches are the 
wounded. There the shadows of people are wan- 
dering about, but in their veins there is still warm 
blood. What will become of them? Oh, don't 
look at me like that, Emil; you had better not 
listen to what I am saying. I have spoken so 
only because my heart is wrung with pain— it 
isn't necessary to listen to me at all, Count 

Omni ClairmotU walks aver to Grdieu^s bed quickly and 
firmly. Atfirsl he speaks confusedly, seeking iherigkl 
ward; then he speaks ever mare boldly and firmly. 

Count Clairmont 

My dear and honored master! We would not have 
dared to take from you even a drop of your health, 
if— if it were not for the assurance that serving 
your people may give new strength to your heroic 
soull Yesterday, it was resolved at our council 
to break the dams and flood part of our kingdom, 
but I could not, I dared not, give my full consent 
before I knew what you had to say to this plan. I 
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did not sleep all night long, thinking— oh, how 
terrible^ how inexpressibly sad my thoughts were I 
We are the body, we are the hands, we are the 
head — ^while you, Grelieu, you are the consdenceX 
of our people. Blinded by the war, we may un- 
willingly, unwittingly, altogether against our will, 
violate man-made laws. Let your noble heart 
tell us the truth. My friendl We are driven to 
despair, we have no Belgium any longer, it is 
trampled by our enemies, but in your breast, 
Enul Grelieu, the heart of all Belgium is beating — 
and your answer will be the answer of our tor- 
mented, blood-stained, unfortimate land I 

He turns away to the vnndaw. Maurice is crying, looking 
at kis father. 

Lagakd 

SofUy. 

Bravo, Belgium! 

Silence. The sound of cannonading is heard. 

Jeanne 

Softly, to Maurice. 

Sit down, Maurice, it is hard for you to stand 

Maurice 
Oh, mammal I am so happy to stand here now— 
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Lagasd 

Now I shall add a few words. As you know, Gre- 
lieU| I am a man of the people. I know the price 
the people pay for their hard work. I know the 
cost of all these gardens, orchards and factories 
which we shall buiy under the water. They 
have cost us sweat and health and tears, Grelieu. 
These are our sufferings which wiU be transformed 
into joy for our children. But as a nation that 
loves and respects liberty above its sweat and 
blood and tearsr— as a nation, I say, I would prefer 
that sea waves should seethe here over our heads 
rather than that we should have to black the boots 
of the Prussians. And if nothing but islands re- 
main of Belgium they will be known as ^^honest 
islands,^' and the islanders will be Belgians as 
before. 

All are agUaied. 

EmL Greueu 
And what do the engineers say? 

General 

XespectfuUy waiting far the CautU^s answer. 

Monsieur Grelieu, they say this can be done in two 
hours. 
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Lagasd 
GmmbUs. 

In two houisl In two hours! How many yeaxs 
have we been buflding it! 



General 

The engineers were aying when th^ said it, 
Monsieur. 

Lagakd 

The engineers were crying? But how could th^ 
help dying? Think of it, Grelieu! 

S^Mttiy ke bitrsis iniQ scbs, and slcwly lakes a kamiit^ 
fM^Jrom his pockd. 

Count Ciairiiont 

We are awaiting your answer impatiently, Grelieu. 
You are chaiged with a grave req>onsibility to 
your fatherland — ^to lift your hand against your 
own fatherland. 

Emil Grelieu 
Have we no other defence? 

Silence. AU stand in pases of painftd anxiefy. Lagerd 
dries his eyes and slowly answers wiik a sigk. 
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Lagaso 

Na 

General 
No. 

Jeanne 

Shaking her kead. 

Na 

Count Claismont 

Rapidly. 

We must gain timei Grdieu. By the power of all 
our livesy thrown in the fields, we cannot stop 
thenL 

Stamping his foot. 

Timei timet We must steal from fate a small 
part of eternity— a few days, a week! They are 
hastening to us. The Russians are coming to us 
from the East The German steel has already 
penetrated to the heart of the French land — and 
infuriated with pain, the French eagle is rising 
over the Germans' bayonets and is coming toward 
usi The noble knights of the sea — ^the British — 
are already rushing toward us, and to Belgium are 
their powerful amis stretched out over the abyss. 
But, time, timet Give us time, Grelieu. Belgium 
is praying for a few days, for a few hourst You 
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have already given to Belgium your blood, GrdieUy 
and you have the right to lift your hand against 
your blood-stained fatherland I 

Brief pause. 

EwL Greueu 
We must break the dams. 



SCENE V 

NiflhL A small house occupied by the German staff. A sen- 
tindau guard alike door leading to the rooms occupied 
by the Commander of the army. All the doors and 
windows are open. The room is illuminated with 
candles. Two officers on duty are talking lamly^ 
suffering apparently from the heat. AU is quiet in 
the camp. Only from Ume to time the measured fooP- 
steps of pickets are keard^ and muffled voices and an*' 
gry exdamations. 

Von RrrzAU 
'Do you feel sleq)yi von Stein? 

Von Stein 
I don't fed sLeq)/, but I fed like smoking. 

RlTZAU 

A bad habit 1 But you may smoke near the wmdow. 

SlCIN 

But what if he should come in? Thank you, von 
Ritzau. What a stifling njghtl Not a bi^eath of 
puie air enters the lungs. The air is poisoned 

94 
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with the smell of smoke. We must invent some- 
thing against this obnoxious odor. Take it up, 
Ritzau. 

RlTZAU 

I am not an inventor. First of all it is necessary 
to wring out the air as they wring the clothes they 
wash, and diy it in the sun. It is so moist, I fed 
as though I were diving in it. Do you know 
whether A^ is in a good mood today? 

Stein 

« 

Why, is he subject to moods, good or bad? 

Ritzau 
Great self-restraint I 

Stein 

Have you ever seen him undressed — or half- 
dressed? Or have you ever seen his hair in dis- 
order? He is a wonderful old man 1 

Ritzau 
He speaks so devilishly little. Stein. 

Stein 

He prefers to have his cannon speak. It is quite 
a powerfid voice, isn't it, Ritzau? 
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Tkty tough sofUy. A iaU^ handsome officer enters quickly 
and goes toward the door leading to the room of the 
Commander. 

Blumenfeldl Any news? 

The taU officer UHsoes his hand and opens the door cautiously, 
ready to mahe his bow. 

He 18 making his careerl 



RlTZAU 

Efe is a good fellow. I can't bear it. Stein. lam 
suffocating here. 

Stein 

Would you rather be in Paris? 

RrrzAu 

I would prefer any less unbearable country to this. 
How duU it must be here in the winter time. 

Stein 

But we have saved them from dullness for a long 
time to come. Were you ever in the mont maitre 
caf£S| Ritzau? 

RiTZAU 

Qfcoursel 

Stein 

Doesn't one find there a wonderful refinement, cul- 
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ture and innate el^^ance? Unfortunately^ our 
Berlin people are far different 

RrrzAU 
Oh, of course. Great! 

The UiU ((ffker eames aui of ike daoff supping backward. He 
heaves a sigh of relief and siis dawn near the iwo 
(fficers. Tahes out a cigar. 

Von Blumenfeld 
How are things? 

RlTZAU 

Very well. We were talking of Paris. 

Stein 
Then I am going to smoke too. 

Blxtmenfeld 

You may smoke. He is not coming out Do you 
want to hear important news? 

Stein 
WeU? 

Blumenteu) 
He laughed just now! 
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Stein 
ReaUyl 

Bluicenteld 

Upon my word of honor! And he touched my 
shoulder with two finga^s— do you understand? 

Stein 

Wiikemfy. 

Of course! I suppose you brought hun good news, 
Blumenfdd? 

The mSUofy idegrapkisif slanding at aUentian^ hands Blu- 
menfdd a folded paper. 

TELEGRAPmST 

A radiogram, Lieutenant! 

Blumenfeld 
Let me have it 

SUmty he puis his cigar on the mndcw sill and enters the 
Commander's room cautumsly. 

Stein 

He's a lud^ fellow. You may say what you please 
about lucky but it exists. Who is this Blumenfeld? 
Von?— Did you know his father? Or his grand- 
father? 
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RlTZAU 

I have reason to believe that he had no grandfather 
at all. But he is a good comrade. 

BlumenfM comes atU and rqains ike two ffficers^ taking 
up his cigar. 

Stein 
Another militaiy secret? 

Blumenfeld 

Of course. Everything that is said and done here 
is a military secret. But I may tell you about it. 
The information we have received concerns our 
new siege guns — they are advancing successfully. 

Stein 
Ohol 

Blumenfeld 

YeSy successfully. They have just passed the most 
difficult part of the road— you know where the 
swamps are — 

SlEIN 

Oh, yes. 

RnzAU 
GreatI 
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Bluuenteld 

Tlie road could not support the heavy weight and 
caved in. Our commander was very uneasy. He 
ordered a report about the movement at each 
and every kilometer. 

Stein 
Now he will sleep in peace. 

Blumenfeld 
He never sLeeps, von Stein. 

Stein 
That's true. 

Blumenfeld 

He never sleeps, von Stein I When he is not listen- 
ing to rqports or issuing commands, he is thinking. 
As the personal correspondent of his Highness I 
have the honor to know many things which others 
are not allowed to know— Oh, gentlemen, he has a 
wonderful mindl 

RlXZAU 

Gieatl 

AiHfiher very young officer enkrs, stands at aiUnUan b^are 
Blumcftfeld. 



I 



Scene vJ THE SORROWS OF BELGIUM zoz 

Blumenteld 

Sit down, von Schauss. I am talking about our 
Commander, 

Schauss 
Ohl 

Blumenteld 

He has a German philosophical mind which man- 
ages guns as Leibnitz managed ideas. Everything 
is preconceived, everything is prearranged, the 
movement of our millions of people has been elabo- 
rated into such a remarkable system that Kant\ 
himself would have been proud of it Gentle- 1 
men, we are led forward by indomitable logic and \ 
by an iron will. We are inexorable as Fate. 

Tht officers express their approval by subdued exclamaiions 
of ''bravo." 

Blumeneeld 

How can he sleep, if the movement of our armies 
is but the movement of parts of his brainsl And 
what is the iise of sleep in general? I sleep vexy 
little myself, and I advise you, gentlemen, not to 
indulge in foolish sleep. 

RiTZAU 

But our human organism requires sleep. 
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Blumenfeld 

Nonsense! Organism— that is something invented 
by the doctors who are looking for practice among 
the fools. I know of no organism. I know only 
my desires and my will^ which says: ''Gerhardt, 
do this! Gerhardt, go there! Gerhardt, take this!" 
And I take iti 

RiTZAU 

Great! 

SCHAUSS 

Will you permit me to take down your words in my 

notebook? 

Blumenfeld 

Please, Schauss. What is it you want, Zigler? 
The idcpaphisi has entered. 

Zigler 

I really don't know, but something strange has 
happened. It seems that we are being interfered 
with, I can't understand anything. 

Blumenfeld 
What is it? What is the matter? 

Zigler 
We can make out one word, ''Water"— but after 
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that all is incomprehensible. And then again, 
"Water"— 

Blumenfeld 

What water? You are intoxicated, Zigler. That 
must be wine, not water. Is the engineer there? 

Zigler 
He is also surprised and cannot understand. 

Blumenfeld 
You are a donkey, Zigler I We'll have to call out — 

The Commander comes atU. He is a tall, erect old man. His 
face is fate. His voice is dry and unimpassioned. 

Commander 

Blumenfeld 1 

All jump up, straighten themselves, as if petrified. 
What is this? 

Blumenfeld 

* 

I have not yet investigated it, your Highness. 
Zigler is reporting — 

Commander 
What is it, Zigler? 
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ZiGLER 

Your Highness, we are being interfered with. I 



don't know what it is, but I can't understand 
anything. We have been able to make out only 
one word— "Water.'' Then again— "Water." 

ColflCANDER 

Tuming around. 

See what it is, Blumenfeld, and report to me — 
Engineer runs in. 

Engineer 

Where is Blumenfeld? I beg your pardon, your 
Highnessl 

ColOiANDER 

Pausing. 

What has happened there, ELloetz? 

Engineer 

They don't respond to our calls, your Highness. 
They are silent like the dead. Something has 
happened there. 

COIOCANDER 

You think something serious has happened? 
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Engineer 

I dare not think so, your Highness, but I am 
alarmed. Silence is the only answer to our most 
eneigetic calls. But Greitzer wishes to say some- 
thing. . . . Well? What is it, Greitzer? 

The second teUpaphisi has entered quietly. 

GSEITZER 

Thqr are silent, your Highness. 

Bfie[ pause. 

CoiOiANDER 

Again turning to the door. 

Please investigate this, Lieutenant. 

He advances a step to the door, then stops. There is a com- 
motion behind the windows — a noise and the sound 
of voices. The word ^* water*' is repeated Jrequen&y. 
The noise keeps growings turning at times into a loud 
roar. 

What is that? 

AU turn to the window. An officer^ bareheaded, rushes ui 
excitedly, his hair disheveled, his face pale. 

Officer 

I want to see his Highness. I want to see his 
HighnessI 
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Bluicenfeld 
Hissing. 

You are insanel 

ComCANDER 

Calm youtsdf I officer. 

Officer 

Your Highness! I have the honor to report to 
[you that the Belgians have burst the dams, and 

>ur armies are flooded. Water I 

\ 

WiA honor. 

We must hurry I your Highness I 

Commander 

Hurry! I ask you to cahn yourself , officer. What 
about our guns? 

Officer 
Tliey are flooded, your Highness. 

Commander 

Compose yourself, you are not behaving properly! 
I am asking you about our field guns — 

Officer 
Hiey are flooded, your Highness. Tlie water is 
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coming this way. We must hurry, your High- 
ness, we are in a valley. This place is very low. 
They have broken the dams; and the water is 
rushing this way violently. It is only five kilo- 
meters away from here— and we can hardly—. 
I beg your pardon, your Highness I 

Silence. The commoUon witkotU is growing louder. GUmr 
mering ligfUs appear. The beginning of a terribk 
panic is fell, embracing the entire camp. All wakk 
impaliently the reddening face of the Commander. 

Commander 
But this i: 



He strikes the table with his fist forcibly. 
Absurd I 

He looks at them vnth cold fury f but all lower their eyes. The 
frightened officer is tremUing and gazing at the win' 
dow. The lights grow brighter outside — it is crident 
that a building has been set on fire. The voices withr 
out have turned into a roar. A dull noises then the 
crash of shots is heard. The discipline is disappear^ 
ing gradually. 

Blumenteld 
They have gone mad! 
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Officer 
Tli^ aie firingi It is an attackl 

Stein 
But that can't be the Belgians! 

RiTZAU 

Th^ may have availed themselves — 

Blumenfeld 

Aren't you ashamed. Stein? Aren't you ashamed, 
gentlemen? 

Commander 
Silencel I beg of you— 

Suddenly a piercing, wild sound of a horn is heard ordering 
to rekrefU. The roaring sound is grouping rapidly. 

Commander 

Shots. 

Who has commanded to retreat? Who dares com- 
mand when I am here? What a disgrace, Blumen- 
fddl Order them to retumi 

BluMetrfM lowers his head. 
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Commander 

This is not the German Aimy I You are unworthy 
of being called soldiers! Shamel I am ashamed 
to call myself your general I Cowardsl 

Blumenfeld 

sup fing forward, wUk dipiUy. 

Your Highness! 

Officer 
Eh! We are not fishes to swim in the water! 

Buns out, foUawed hy two or three others. The panic is 
growing. 

Blxjmenfeld 

Your Highness! We ask you — • Your life is in 
danger— your Highness. 

Some one dse runs out. The room is almost empty . Only the 
sentinel remains in the position of one petrified. 

Blumenfeld 

Yolu: Highness! I implore you. Your life — ^I am 
afraid that another minute, and it will be too latel 
Oh| your Highness! 



L ■ 
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CoiflCANDER 



• • 



But this 

Again sirikesOi$ table vnikkisfisk 

But this is absurdi Blumenfddl 

Ciiriam 



\ 



SCENE VI 

The same hour of nigU. In (he darhness U is djfficuU to 
discern ihe silhoueUes of the ruined buildings and 
of the trees. At ihe righi^ a half -destroyed bridge. In 
the distance afire is burning. From time to time the 
German flashlights are seen across the dark sky. 
Near the bridge, an automobile in which the wounded 
Emit Gretieu and his son are being carried to Antwerp. 
Jeanne and a young physician are with them. Some^ 
iking has broken down in the automobile and a setdiet- 
chauffeur is bustling about with a lantern trying to 
repair it. Dr. Langloi stands near kim. 

D0C1X)R 
Uneasily. 

WeU? How is it? 

Chauffextr 

Examining. 

I don't know yet. 

Doctor 
Is it a serious break? 

zzz 
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Chauffeur 
No — ^I don't know. 

Maurice 

Pram Ike auiomdnle. 

What is it, Doctor? Can't we start? 

Chauffextr 

AngrUy. 

Well start! 

Doctor 

I don't know. Something is out of order. He 
mys it isn't sMiout. 

Maurice 
Shan we stay here long? 

Doctor 

To the chauffeur. 

Shall we stay here long? 

Chauffeur 

AngrUy. 

How do I know? About ten minutes I think. 
Please hold the light for me. 
Hands ihe laniem to the docier. 
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Maxtucb 
Then I will come out 

Jeanne 

You had better stay here, Maurice. Youmayhurt 
your arm. 

TAatjuice 

No, mother, I am careful. Where is the stq>? 
How inconvenient Why don't they throw the 
flashlight here? 

Jumps off and watches the chauffeur al warh. 

Maurice 
How unfortunate that we are studL hcnl 

Chauffeur 

CrumUmg. 

A bridgel How can anybody drive across such a 
bridge? 

Doctor 

Yes, it is unfortunate. We should have started 
out earlier. 

Maurice 

Shnigging his shoulders. 

Father did not want to leave. How could we 
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start? Mammay do you think our people are 
already in Antwerp? 

Jeanne 
Yes, I think so. Emil, aren't you cold? 

ElOL GSELIEU 

No. It is very pleasant to breathe the fresh air. 
I fed stronger. 

Doctor 

To Mawice* 

I think we are still in the region which*— 

Maurice 
Yes. What time is it. Doctor? 



Doctor 

Looking at his watch. 
Twenty^— a quarter of ten. 



I. • 



Maurice 

Tlien it is a quarter of an hour since the bursting 
of the dams. YesI Mamma, do you hear, it is a 
quarter of ten nowl 

Jeanne 
Yes, I hear. 
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Maxtuce 

But it is strange that we haven't heard any explo- 
sions. 

Doctor 

How can you say that. Monsieur Maurice? It is 

very far away. 

Maurice 

I thought that such explosions would be heard a 
hundred kilometers away. My God, how strange 
it isl Our house and our garden will soon be 
flooded I I wonder how high the water will rise. 
Do you think it will reach up to the second story? 

Doctor 
Possibly. Welly how are things moving? 

Chauiteur 

GrunMing. 

1 am working. 

Maurice 

Look, look! Mamma, see how the searchlights 
are working. They seem to be frightened. Father, 
do you see them? 

Emil Grelieu 
Jeanne, lift me a little. 
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Jeanne 

My dear, I don't know whether I am allowed to 
doit. 

Doctor 

You may lift him a little, if it isn't very painful. 
Tlie haxniaLgd is tight. 

Jeanne 
Do you fed any pain? 

ElOL GSELIEU 

No. Tliqr are frightened. 

Maurice 

Father, they are flashing the searchlights across 
the sky like madmen. Look, look! 

A bluish ligJU is flashed aver ihem, JainUy tUuminaling the 
whole p&uf. 

Maurice 

Right into my eyes! Does that come from an 
elevation^ father? 

Emil Grelieu 

I suppose so. Either they have been wamed, 
or the water is reaching them by this time. . 



\ 
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Jeanne 
Do you think so, Emil? 

'Kim. GrEIIEU 

Yes. It seems to me that I hear the sound of the 
water from that side. 

AttUstm and look in ike diredionfrtm which the noise came. 



Doctor 

Uneasily. 

How unpleasant this is I We should have started 
out sooner. We are too late. 

Maurice 

Father, it seems to me I hear voices. Listen— it 
sounds as though they are dying there. Many, 
many people. Father, the Prussians are dying. 
It is theyl 

A distanl, dull roaring of a crowd is heard. Then the crask 
cf skots resounds. Sobs of military horns. The 
searchlights are swaying from side to side. 

Emil Grelieu 
It i& they. 

Doctor 

If we don't start in a quarter of an hour— 
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ElCIL GSEUEU 

Id half an hour, Doctor. 

Maurice 

Father, how beautiful and how terrible it is I Give 
me your hand, mother. 

Jeanne 
What is it? 

Maurice 
I want to kiss it. Mother, you have no gloves onl 

Jeanne 
What a foolish little boy you are, Maurice. 

Maurice 

Monsieur Langloi said that in three days from now 
I may remove my bandage. Just think of it, in 
three days I shall be able to take up my gun 
againi . . . Oh, who is that? Look, who is that? 

■ 

JUl near ike auiomdrile assume defensive positions. The 
ckaufeuf and the doctor draw their revolvers. A 
fit^ire appears from the field, approaching from one 
of the ditches. A peasant, wounded in the leg, comes 
up slowly, leaning upon a cane. 



SCBNXVX] THE SORROWS OF BELGIUM zz9 

Maxhuce 
Who 18 there? 

Peasant 

Our own, our own. And who are you? Are you 
going to the city? 

Maurice 

Yes, we're going to the city. Our car has broken 
down, we're repairing it. What are you doing 
here? 

Peasant 

What am I doing here? 

Examines ike unfamiliar faces curiously. They aba look ai 
him aSienUvelyf by the light of the lantern. 

Chavffeur 
Give me the light 1 

Peasant 

Are you carrying a wounded man? I am also 
wounded, in my leg. I cannot walk, it is very 
hard. I must lean on my cane. Are you going to 
the dty? I lay there in the ditch and when I 
heard you speak French I crawled out. My name 
is Jaqular. 
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Doctor 
How were you wounded? 

Peasant 

I was walking in the field and they shot me. They 
must have thought I was a rabbit 

Laughs koofsdy. 

They must have thought I was a rabbit What is 
the new8| gentlemen? Is our Belgium lost? 

Laughs. 

Eh? Is our Belgium lost? 

Maurice 
Don't you know? 

Peasant 

What can I know? I lay there and looked at the 
sky— that's all I know. Did you see the sky? 
Just look at it| I have been watching it all the 
time. What is that I see in the sky, eh? How 
would you explain it? 

EioL Grelieu 
Sit down near us. 
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Maurice 

Listen, sit down here. It seems you haven't heard 
anything. You must get away from here. Do you 
know that the dams are broken? Do you under- 
stand? Thedamsl 

Peasant 
The dams? 

Maurice 

Yes. Don't you hear the cries over there? listenl 
They are dying there— the PrussiansI 

Peasant 
Water? 

Maurice 

Water. It must be reaching them now. They 
must have learned of it by this time. Listen, it 
is so far, and yet we can hearl 

The feasant laughs hoarsely. 

Maurice 

Sit down, right here, the automobile is large. 
Doctor, help him. I will hold the lantern. 

Chauffeur 

MuUering. 

Sit down, sit downl Ehl 
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Doctor 

VneasUy. 

What is it? Bad? Chauffeur, be quickl We 
can't stay here I The water is coming. We should 
have started out earlier. 

Maurice 
What an unfortunate mishapl 

Jeanne 

AgfUikd. 

They shot you like a rabbit? Do you hear, Emil — 
they thought a rabbit was running 1 Did you re- 
semble a rabbit so closely? 

She laughs loudly ^ the feasant also laughs* 

Peasant 
I look like a rabbit I Exactly like a rabbit. 

Jeanne 

Do you hear, Emil? He says he looks exactly like 
a rabbiti 

Lau^. 

EyjL Grelieu 
Jeannel 



f 
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Maitkice 
Mammal 

Jeanne 

It makes me laugh— it seems so comical to me that 
they mistake us for rabbits. And now, what are 
we now— water rats? Emil^ just picture to your- 
self, water rats in an automobile I 

Maurice 
Mammal 

Jeanne 

No, no, I am not laughing any more, Mauricel 

Laughs. 

And what else are we? Moles? Must we hide in 
the groxmd? 

Peasant 

Laughs, 

And now we must hide in the groxmd— 

Jeanne 

In the same tone. 

And they will remain on the ground? Emil, do 
you hear? 

Emil Grelieu 

My dearl My dearl 



124 THE SORROWS OF BELGIUM [Scenevi 

Maurice 

To Ike dodor. 

listen, you must do something. Haven't you 
anything? Listen I Mammai we are starting 
directly, my dearl 

Jeanne 

No, never mind, I am not laughing any more. 
How foolish you are. Maiuice, I simply felt like 
talking. I was silent too long. I was forever 
silent, but just now I felt like chattering. Emil, I 
am not disturbing you with my talk, am I? Why 
is the water so quiet, Emil? It was the King who 
said, ^^The water is silent,'' was it not? But I 
should like to see it roar, crash like thimder. • • . 

No, I cannot, I cannot bear this silence I Ah, why 
is it so quiet — ^I cannot bear it I 

Maurice 

To ihe ckauffeur. 

My dear fellow, please hurry upl 

Chauffeur 

Yes, yesi I'm working, I'm working. We'll start 
soon. 
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j£ANM£ 
Suddenly cries, ikrealening. 

But I cannot bear iti IcannotI 

Ciners her mouihmih her hands; sobs. 

IcannotI 

Maurice 
Manunal 

Emil Greueu 

All will end well, Jeanne. All will end welL I 
know. I also feel as you do. But all will end 
well, Jeannel 

Jeanne 

Sobbing, bul calming herself somewhaL 
1 cannot bear itl 

Emil Greuext 

All will end welly Jeannel Belgium will live I The 

sun will shinel I am suffering, but I know this, 

Jeanne! 

Maurice 
Quickerl Quickerl 

Chautfeur 

In a moment, in a moment. Now it is fixed, in a 
moment. 
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EmL GsEUEU 



Jeanne I 

Jeanne 

Yes, yes, I know. . . . Forgive me, forgive me, 
I will soon— 

A hiidf somewhat hoarse voice of a girl comes from the dark. 

Girl 
Tell me how I can find my way to Lonual 

ExdamaHons of sttrprise. 

Maurice 
Who is that? 

Jeanne 
Emil, it is that girll 
Laughs. 
She is also like a rabbit I 

Doctor 

Gfumtles. 

What is it, what is it— Who? 

Throws the Ughi OH ike girl. Her dress is toTHf her eyes looh 
wild. The peasant is laughing. 
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Peasant 
She is here again? 

Chauffeur 
Let me have the lightl 

Doctor 
Very welll 

Girl 

Lcmdly. 

How can I find my way to Lonua? 

Elm. Greueu 

Maurice^ you must stop herl My childi my childl 
Doctor, you — 

Chauffeur 
PutdownthelantemI The devil take this I 

Girl 

Shouts. 

Hands off! No, no, you will not dare— 

Maurice . 
You can't catch her — 

The girl runs away. \ 
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Elm. Grelxeu 

Doctor, you must catch her! She will perish here, 
quick — 

Skenmsaway. Tke doctor fottcws her in the dark. 

Peasant 

She asked me, too, how to go to Lonua. How 
am I to know? Lonual 

The girPs voice resounds in the darh and then there is silence* 

EioL Grelieu 
You must catch her I What is it? You must I 



Maurice 
But how, father? 

They listen. Silence. Dull cries of a mob resound. Jeanne 
hreohs into muffled laughter. 

Maurice 

Mutters. 

Nowheisgonel Oh, myCodl 

Chauffeur 

TriumphasUly. 

Take your seatsi Readyl 
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Maurice 

But the doctor isn't here. Oh, my God I Father, 
what shall we do now? 

Chaxtffextr 
Let us call him. £hl 

Maurice and the ckauffeur call: " Doctor/ Ehl Langloil** 

Chauffextr 

Angrily. 

I must deliver Monsieur Grelieu, and I will deliver 
him. Take your seats! 

Maitkice 

Shouts. 

Langloil 

A faint echo in the distance. 

Gomel Doctor! 
The response is nearer. 

» 

Peasant 

He did not catch her. You cannot catch her. She 

asked me^ too^ about the road to Lonua. She is 

insane. 

Laughs. 

There are many like her now. 
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EiOL Greueu 

Imploringly. 

Jeannel 

Jeanne 

But I cannoti Emil. What is it? I cannot under- 
stand. What is it? Where are we? My God^ I 
don't understand anything. I used to understand^ 
I used to understand^ but now— Where is Pierre? 

Firmly* 

Where is Pierre? 

Maxtrice 

Oh, will he be here soon? Mother dear, we'll 
start in a momenti 

Jeanne 

Yes, yes, we'll start in a momenti But I don't 
understand an3rthing. Where are we? Why 
such a dream, why such a dream? I can't under- 
stand! Who has come? My head is aching. Who 
has come? Why has it happened? 

A voice from the darkness, quiU near. 

Jeanne 

Frigkknei. 

Whn ift fthnutincr? Whfl.t a. fitrsLrwe^. Hrp^m. i 
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a terriblei terrible, terrible dream. Where is 
Pierre? 

Maurice 



Mother I 



Jeanne 



IcannotI 

Lowering her voice. 

I cannot— why are you tortxiring me? Where is 
Pierre? 

EiciL Grelieu 
He is dead, Jeannel 

Jeanne 

Noin 

Emil Grelxeu 

He is dead, Jeanne. But I swear to you by God, 
Jeanne! — ^Belgium will live. Weep, sob, you are a 
mother. I too am crying with you — Butlsweax 
by God: Belgium will live! God has given me 
the light to see, and I can see. Songs will re- 
soxmd here. Jeannel A new Spring will come 
here, the trees will be covered with blossoms — ^I 
swear to you, Jeanne, they will be covered with 
blossoms! And mothers will caress their children. 
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and the sun will shine upon their heads, upon their 
golden-haired little heads! Jeanne! There will be 
no more bloodshed. I see a new world, Jeanne! 
I see my nation: Here it is advancing with pahn 
leaves to meet God who has come to earth again. 
Weep, Jeanne, you are a mother! Weep, im- 
fortunate mother — God weeps with you.. But 
there will be happy mothers here again — ^I see a 
new world, Jeanne, I see a new life! 

CurkUn 



Mittd Ib tht Unittd Suttt of Aacfiea 



^ 



npHE following pages contain advertisements of 
books by the same author or on kindred subjects. 



BY THE SAME AUTHOR 

Anathema 

A PUy by Liokzd Amsubyiv; tzaniUted 1^ Hemum Bcnistein 

Decoraied ciotk, ism^^ $i^S 

Tliis pUy— A powerful mnd origiiud example of the best in the liter- 
ature of to-day— is in reality a large aBegory dealing with human 
misery in its broadest aq)ects. Analhema^ the leading character, 
typifies the spirit of reasoning, of revolt, and sometimes Satanr-the 
spirit, that is, which questions the inscrutable. The drama is the 
work of a brilliant young Russian author, already known to the 
American public through a transUtion of his stoiy, Tkt StMm Wk§ 
Win HoHgid. 

. ^Has great significance and is indiq>utably a woriL of . . • genius."* 

'-Nem York EMtiing p0$U 

''The play is a perfect mine of ideas, that crave a deep and thought- 
ful digestion."— tSoii Francisco CkromcU. 



"A monumental allegory of good and 
of large and noble implications in its philoaophy." — Tks Dial. 

" Of Mr. Bernstein's work as translator it must be said that he has 
accomplished a difficult task with praiseworthy success."— i\r<» York 
Times. 



THE MACMILLAN COMPANY 

Pttblishen 64-^ Fifth Avoauo Now Totk 



row MACMULAN PLAYS 

Children of Earth 

By AucB BsowM, Author of "My Love mnd I/* etc 

Cloth, I2m0t ST'^s 



lis b tlie ten thousand dollar American prize play. From thou- 
sands of manuscripts submitted to Mr. Ames of the Little Theatre, 
Miss Brown's was chosen as being the most notable, both in theme 
and characterization. Miss Brown has a large following as novelist 
and short story writer, and her play exhibits those rare qualities 
of writing and those keen analyses of human motives which have given 
her fn^"^5^ in other forms of literature. 

"A page from the truly native life of the nation, magnificently 
wTitXakJ*^Ne» York Tribune. 

''Ranks with the best achievements of the American theatre.^— 
Basiom Trottscripi. 



The Faithful 



By JOBM Masbtield, Author of "The Tragedy of Pompey the 

Great," "Philip the King," etc 

Cloth, i2mo 

Mr. Masefield's contributions to dramatic literature are held in 
quite as high esteem by his admirers as his narrative poems. In The 
Failhful, his new play, he is at his best. It is described as a powerful 
piece of writing^ vivid in characterization and gripping in theme. 



THE MACMILLAN COMPANY 

PublisiMn C4-fi6 Fifth Avwmm Mew-Yotk 



row MACBflLLAN PLAYS 

Plaster Saints 

By IsiAXL Zangwhi, Author of "The Mdtiiig Pot,** etc. 

Clatkf i2mo, $ias 

In this play Mr. Zangwfll attacks modem problems with charac- 
teristic force and originality. The scene is a provincial English town, 
the time the present, and the method of handling the theme the classi- 
cal form. The central character in the action Is a clergyman whose 
Eist life involves him in a series of incidents which give nse to sevcxal 
tensely dramatic episodes. In their development and in the philos- 
ophy whidi Mr. Zangwill expresses through them that is much that is 
highly significant. 

"From Israel Zangwill one may always eipect a 'Strang' play. 
He is invariably dynamic"— CAiai|0 Past. 

The Garden of Paiadise 

By Edwau) Shbioon, Author of "Romance," "The Nigger," etc. 

Cloik, I2me, $i^s 

Taking Hans Christian Andersen's faiiy tale The LUtU Mermaii 
as his basis, Mr. Sheldon tells with a ^rcat deal of charm the stoiy ol 
the youngest daughter of the sea-king, who stakes eveiything on 
winning the love of a mortal so that thereby she may share his im- 
mortal soul and one day enter into the infinite garden of p^'^^isf. 
That Mr. Sheldon knows how to write drama his previous contribu- 
tions to the stage have proved beyond a doubt, and while the present 
work is slightly different in character from its predecessors it reveals 
the same sure touch, the same understanding of the fundamentals of 
dramatic technique, and in addition a poetic quality of no mean order. 

"Mr. Sheldon has succeeded in holding the dialogue strictly in 
accord with the original spirit of the story. The dramatic intmst 
is effected so well tmit one could wish that the author had had mora 
room to himself ."-^riiitf Nation. 



THE MACMILLAN COMPANY 

PBbUshen 64^66 nfft Avmhm N«w T«ik 



A LIST OF PLAYS 



Andrmr** Anathona • • • • • . Ii.as 

Sonows 01 Belgium •••• i.as 

AliM Brown's ChildKB of Eartb (Priic Play) i.as 

Ibooas Baxdy'k The Dynasts. 3 Puts. Each 1.50 

Bwaumn HJagedom'a Makcit of M ad n wa • • x.oo 

BMiy Arthor lonot's 

Whitewashing of Julia .75 

Saints and Sioneis • 75 

TheCnisaden 75 

Michael and His Lost Aagd 75 



|Mk Londoa** Scecn of WoflDwn 1.95 

Theft I.S5 

llMknye's Jean D'Arc 1.S5 

Sappho and Phaon i.as 

Fenris the Wolf i.a5 

Mater i.t5 

Canterbuiy POgnms • i.a5 

The Scarecrow . . • . x.s5 

A Garland to Sylvia • •.• >*'S 

John Matoflold** The Tragedy of PMnpey • . • x.S5 

PhiUp, the King • • . 1.S5 

WDIiam Vaocfan Moody's 

The FalthHealer . . . • • x.ss 

Phillips' Ulyises. 1.95 

The Sin of David 1.35 

Nero t'»S 

Pietro of Siena x.oo 

PhiDips sad Csrr. Faust x.95 

Bdwtrd Sheldon's The Nigger x.95 

Romance • 1.95 

The Garden of Paradise 1.95 

Kntfinn Tcask's In the Vanguard • 1.95 

Bnhindnnnth TMifors's The Post Oflke x.oo 

Chitra i<oo 

The Kfog of the Dark Chamber 1.95 

Bobfaison, Bdwsrd A. VanZom 1.95 

Bsfih Xing Wiley's Comfaig of Philibert 1.95 

Akestis 75 

Tstts's Poems and Plays, Vol. II, Revised Edition s.oo 

Hour Glass (and others) x.ss 

The Green Hehnet and Other PMms » x.95 

Tsnts's and Lady Gregory's Unioom from the Stan x.50 

bMsl ZBacirm*s The Melthig Pot NewEditkm x.95 

The War God x.95 

The Nest Religion x.95 

PUtftor Saintfti x.95 



THE MACMILLAN COMPANY 

PobUdtan 64-«« SIMi Amuw K«irToA 






fiartaatb CoIIrsc ^.tbraro 



BOUGHT WITH 

MONEY RECEIVED FROM 

LIBRARY FINES 






fiarbarb (Sollrgc Hibraro 



BOUGHT WITH 

MONEY RECEIVED FROM 

LIBRARY FINES 



//^ 



t I 



i>0^ J*. 



r 



